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Sal.  La  !  is  it  ?— jump  down,  then  ;  or,  stay,  (^jumping 
down,)  take  mine,  you'll  find  that  quite  comfortable. 

Pet.  (Jumping  down  and  coming  fortvard  with  her.)  That's 
not  what  I  mean — my  father  says  I  shall  never  marry  you. 

Sal.  What  right  has  he  to  say  any  such  thing,  I  should 
like  to  know  ? 

Pet.  Too  much  right,  unfortunately;  I  am't  one-and- 
twenty  yet. 

Sal.  You  wouldn't  have  refused  him  if  he  had  asked  your 
leave  when  he  was  married,  Fll  be  bound. 

Pet.  I  couldn't,  you  know,  Sally — I  wasn't  born. 

Sal.  And  if  you  had  been,  you  wouldn't  have  objected. 

Pet.  No,  that  I  wouldn't ;  but  I'm  afraid  father  will  send 
you  away  from  our  inn. 

Sal.  He  shan't  do  any  such  thing ! 

Pet.  Ah !  Sally,  he  can  oblige  you  to  go. 

Sal.  He  can  oblige  me  a  great  deal  more  by  letting  me 
stay  and  marry  you ! 

Pet.  He  never  will. 

Sal.  Then  I'll  tell  you  what  we'll  do.  (Taking  his  hand,) 
Let  us  make  the  promise,  and  wait  till  he's  dead,  and  then 
be  married. 

Pet.  (Withdrawing  his  hand.)  Sally!  Sally  I  I  never  was 
vexed  with  you  before.  My  father  is  a  little  hard  upon  me 
about  this  business,  it's  true,  but  he  has  been  a  good  father  to 
me,  and  I  can't  bear  to  hear  you,  of  all  people  in  the  world, 
talk  about  wishing  him  to  die ! 

Sal.  /  wish  f/our  father  to  die  ?  Now,  Mr.  Peter — Peter, 
I  mean— did  I  ever  say  such  a  word  ?  I  wish  I  may  die  if 
I  wouldn't  rather  bite  the  top  of  my  middle  finger  off,  silver 
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thimble  and  all ! — (Approaching  him  affectionately,) — And 
you  know  who  gave  me  the  thimble,  Peter. 

Pet.  There — there — it's  all  forgotten;  and  now,  Sally, 
one  kiss! 

Sal.  You  foolish  fellow,  why  didn't  you  ask  for  it  sooner  ? 
— there's  somebody  coming. 

(Exit running,  followed byFET,,  L.  IstE.) 

(Mr.  Bioos  gets  over  the  stile  and  advances,  as  if  to  look  out  for 

the  town,) 

Biggs.  Cowes — Cowes— where  are  you,  Cowes  ?  Oh  ! 
there  you  are,  at  last !  (Calling,)  Oliver ! — nephew  ! — 
come  on,  here's  Cowes  just  below  us.  (Speaking,)  Upon 
my  life  these  walking  tours  may  be  very  conducive  to  health, 
but  they're  monstrously  fatiguing!  (Calling.)  Oliver,  I 
say!  —  Oliver  Sanguine!  (Speaking,)  No  answer — I 
wouldn't  mind  wagering  sixpence  that  he  has  gone  to  sleep 
again.  (Calling  louder,)  Oliver! — nephew! — sleeper! — 
dreamer!  (still louder,)  Oliver! 

(Sanguine  appears  beliind  the  stile;  he  stretches  himself 
and  gives  a  loud  yawn.) 

San.  Why,  uncle  Biggs,  what  an  amazingly  loud  voice  you 
have  for  such  a  little  man.  (Gets  partly  over  the  stile  and 
sits  on  the  top.) 

Biggs.  Egad  !  one  had  need  have  a  loud  voice  to  wake 
you.     What,  in  the  world,  did  you  go  to  sleep  again  for  ? 

San.  (Coming  forward,)  If  you  had  such  dreams  as  I 
have,  you  would  be  glad  to  go  to  sleep  too.  I  never  close 
my  eyes  without  iimnediately  seeming  to  become  a  king — or 
a  Field  Marshal— or  a  Government  Contractor — or  some 
other  great  and  rich  man ! 
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BiGOS.  And  you  never  open  them  but  to  see  yourself  the 
same  poor  devil  that  you  were  before !  Your  best  chance  is 
your  old  godfather's  promise  to  leave  you  something. 

San;  My  old  godfather's  promise,  indeed !  Come,  I  like 
that  vastly !  Here's  a  man  who  wont  believe  in  dreams, 
and  yet  offers  to  trust  a  godfather's  promise  of  a  legacy. 

Biggs.  Oliver !  Oliver !  I  wish  I  could  persuade  you— 

San.  (Interrupting,)  Uncle !  uncle !  I  can  be  persuaded 
of  nothing  that  will  shake  my  confidence  in  signs,  and 
sounds,  and  dreams.     Didn't  the  ancients  believe  in  them  ? 

Biggs.  More  fools  they ! 

San.  Were  they?  Didn't  Julius  Csesar's  wife  dream 
that  he  would  be  murdered  if  he  went  to  the  Senate-house  ? 

Biggs.  Yes;  but  Julius  Ceesar  had  too  much  sense  to 
attend  to  her. 

San.  And  so  got  stabbed  for  his  pains ! 

Biggs.  So  he  did  ;  I  forgot — but  that's  only  one  instance. 

San.  I  could  give  you  a  hundred. 

Biggs.  Pray  don't,  for  I  want  some  dinner. 

San.  Well,  then,  to  come  to  more  modern  times.  Do  you 
remember  about  Whittington  ? 

Biggs.  And  his  cat  ? 

San.  And  the  bells! 

Biggs.  Bah  !  trash  out  of  a  child's  story  book ! 

San.  It's  as  true  as  you  stand  there.  Wasn't  he  going 
away  fix)m  London,  the  same  poor  miserable  boy  that  he 
came  into  it,  and  wouldn't  he  have  gone  and  grown  up  from 
a  poor  miserable  boy  into  a  poor  miserable  man,  if  he  hadn't 
been  recalled  by  the  encouraging  sound  of  the  merry  London 
bells  ?  Didn't  he  pause  and  listen  ?  and,  directed  by  his 
good  genius,  didn't  he  think  he  heard  them  say — (Singing^) 
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**  Turn  agaiiif  Whittington, 
Turn  again,  Whittington, 
Whittington  shall  be  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London, 
Whittington  shall  be  Mayor  of  London  Town  !** 

I  8ay>  didn't  he  think  he  heard  them  saj  so  ?  because  you 
don't  suppose  that  the  bells  actually  did  say  the  words, 
"  Turn  again,  Whittington." 

BiQOS.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

San.  What? — everything!  He  did  tnm,  and  he  was 
Lord  Mayor  of  London ! 

BfOGS.  I  wish  I  was  one  of  the  Aldermen  of  Ltondon,  for 
then  I  should,  perhaps,  be  neiyrer  something  to  eat. 

Sak.  To  come  to  our  own  times — ^haven't  you  heard  of 
many  people  who  have  dreamt  of  particular  numbers  in  the 
lottery? 

Bioos.  Yes ;  a  hundred* 

San.  And  do  you  happen  to  remember  what  they  came  up  ? 

Biggs.  Blanks — ^blanks,  every  one ! 

San.  Then  there  must  have  been  some  mistake. 

Biggs.  There  was  nothing  else. 

San.  I  dreamt  of  a  number  myself  once. 

Biggs.  And  you  gdt  a  prize,  of  course  ? 

San.  Allow  me  to  explain  how  it  was.  I  dreamt  I  saw  a 
pair  of  stockings  hanging  out  to  dry — 

Biggs.  Well? 

San.  And  the  next  morning,  delighted  ^4th  the  informa- 
tion thus  mysteriously  conveyed  to  me,  I  rushed  to  the 
Lottery  office,  and  bought  number  forty-four. 

Biggs.  Why  forty-four  ? 

San.  Because  it's  the  number  which  a  pair  of  stockings 
most  resembles. 
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BiGOS.  Oh !  and  your  ticket  was 

San.  Unluckily  a  blank  1 

Biggs.  Of  course! 

Sak.  Stay;  I  can  account  for  it  In  the  hony  of  the 
moment  I  had  overlooked  the  drcnmstance,  that  the  stockingB 
I  dreamt  of  were  hanging  from  the  feet,  and,  therefore,  that  I 
ought  to  have  bought  number  seven^-seven. 

Biggs.  And  number  seventy-seven  wasapriie^  no  doubt? 

Sang.  I  couldn't  muster  courage  to  inquire. 

Biggs.  I  never  heard  a  case  more  clearly  proved.  Now 
really,  Oliver,  that  business  alone  ought  to  have  cored  you 
of  your  folly. 

San.  Folly! — ^to  shew  you  the  confidence  I  have  in  my 
late  dreams,  Fll  make  a  bargain  with  you.  Let  us  oontinne 
our  walking  tour  for  one  week  longer,  and  i(  in  the  course 
of  that  time,  no  good  fortune  happens  to  me,  I'll  give  up  and 
be  guided  by  you  for  the  future. 

Biggs.  Agreed !  with  all  my  heart !  Then  one  week  puts 
an  end  to  the  wanderings  of  my  feet,  and  the  wanderings  of 
your  head. 

San.  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,  for  I  feel  satisfied— 

Biggs.  (InterrupHng,)  I  wish  /did ;  I  only  feel  hungry — 
so  come  along  down  the  hUl,  and  we'll  see  what  we  can  get 
to  eat  at  Cowes. 

San.  Have  with  you,  uncle, — (Chimet  heard  at  eomvmg 
from  the  toum,) — and  hark  ! 

Biggs.  Hark  to  what  ? 

San.  The  bells — ^listen — ^fortunate  coincidence !— just  as  I 
was  talking  of  them;  listen,  I  say !  (iStn^rm^  in  imUatiom  of 
the  hells.)  1, 2, 3,  4,  5,  6,  7, 8—1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6, 7,  8.  {Belli 
cease — Croing  on  one  knee,)     Genius  of  Whittington  ! 
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Bieos.  Grenius  of  folly.    {Going,) 

San.  Folly  has  uo  genius.  Oenius  of  Whittiiigtoiiy  hear 
me !    May  my  fortunes  from  this  moment 

BfGOS.  (Inierrupting.)  Get  up. 

San.  (To  uncle,  and  rinng,)  They  ihaU  get  up — {At  in- 
voking Genius.) — and  henceforth  make  me  prosperous  as  I  am. 

Biggs.  (Calling  imptUienihf.)  Sanguine! 

San.  I  am  sanguine;  and  you  shall  see  that  it  ia  with 
reason.  Now^  Nunky,  come  on.  (Bells  repeated — Singing.) 
1,  2,  3, 4,  5,  6,  7,  8—1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  8. 

(ExUf  singing^  accompanied  by  Biggs.^ 


SCENE    II. 

Clooe  Scene — Room  or  passage  in  the  Crown  Inn.    Bells  ring. 

Enter  FoKRiDQBy  oalUng. 

PoR.  Waiter !  waiter ! — a  pretty  inn  this  ii  for  attention  to- 
day. I  wonder  what  chance  the  customers  stand,  when  the 
landlord  himself  bawls  and  rings,  and  rings  and  bawls  for 
ten  minutes  together,  without  getting  any  answer.  (Calling.) 
Here,  waiter,  waiter !  (Speaking.)  I  shall  be  in  a  rage  pre- 
sently; and  then  I  recommend  them  all  to  look  out  for 
squalls.  Shall  be  in  a,  rage,  did  I  say  ?  I  am  in  a  rage ;  I 
went  to  bed  in  a  rage ;  slept  in  a  rage ;  woke  in  a  rage ;  got 
up  in  a  rage ;  went  to  bathe  in  a  rage ;  plunged  in ;  and 
made  the  sea  hiss  all  around  me — to  think  that  that  son — 
that  Peter  of  mine — should  dare  to  talk  to  me  of  marrying 
my  own  chambermaid,  when  by  years  of  slavery,  by  honest 


12  PLEASANT   DREAMS. 

indnstiy^  and  the  most  moderate  over-charges^  I  have  made 
a  fortune  for  him,  with  which  he  might  look  to  many  into  a 
titled  family ;  aye,  and  give  'em  quantity  for  quality  as  long 
as  they  pleased.  If  he  were  of  age,  he  might  marry  her  and 
starve.  Luckily,  however,  he  is  not ;  and  he  shall  feel  what 
it  is  to  have  a  fond  &ther  to  protect  him.  If  he  mentions 
the  subject  again,  Fll  break  his  head.  (CaUing,)  Waiter ! 
waiter ! 

Enier  Boots,  l.  1  b. 

Boots.  Did  you  call,  sir? 

PoR.  Did  I  call,  sir?  I've  done  nothing  else  this  ten 
minutes.    Where's  John  ? , 

Boots.  He's  gone  out,  sir — to  look  for  Mr.  Peter — ^you 
sent  him. 

PoR.  So  I  did ;  I  forgot.     Where's  Thomas  ? 

Boots.  He's  gone  out,  sir,  to  look  for  Mr.  Peter— you 
sent  him. 

PoR.  So  I  did ;  I  forgot.     Where  have  you  been  ? 

Boots.  I've  been  out,  sir — ^to  look  for  Mr.  Peter — ^you 
sent  me. 

PoR.  So  I  did ;  I  forgot.     Have  you  found  him  ? 

Boots.  No,  sir. 

PoR.  Then  you're  a  fooL 

Boots.  Yes,  sir. 

PoR.  Where's  your  mistress? 

Boots.  In  the  bar,  sir. 

Por.  Go  and  tell  her— no ;  go  out  again,  and— no ;  run 
up  stairs  into  the  garret,  and  see— no  ;  go  about  your 
business — stay ;  go  and  keep  watch  at  the  back  door,  and 
tell  me  if  any  body  comes  in  that  way. 
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Boots.  Yes,  sir.  (Exit,  h.  1  e.) 

PoB.  1  can't  find  that  ba^age  SttUy  anywhere ;  and  I  faalf 
su^>ect  that  Peter  is  gone  out  with  her.  I'll  keep  watch  at 
the  front  door  myself;  and  if  1  And  my  suspicions  justified, 
I'll  send  her  cdT  at  a  moment's  notice,  and  lock  Peter  up  in 
the  cellar — he  shall  know  what  it  is  to  have  an  affectionate 
bther.  (Erit,  h.  I  E.) 


Entrmtee  hall  ofAe  Cnum  Inn—tlairc(ueon  ri^,  kadby  to 
upper  roomt-~glau  doon  in  centre — the  bar  on  iefi—tha 
Kuhei  of  the  bar  are  vp. 

Mrs.  Pobsidob  Jiwovered  lealed,  l.  2nd  e.,  al  a  table 
Kttkin  the  bar,  wilh  her  tide  to  the  audience,  making 
out  bill*.  POBBIDOE  ft  teen  ihrotigh  the  glait  doort,  ttand- 
ing  at  the  outer  door  viith  hit  back  to  the  audience. 

Mrs,  p.  Four  poimdten — 12,  15, 17 — five  pounds — ^five 
pound — I,  2,  8,  11,  14— five  pound,  fourteen  shillings — 
Well  done,  No.  3 ;  that's  pretty  well  for  two  people  since 
the  middle  of  yesterday— Oh,  here's  a  horrid  mistake — 
No.  6  went  away  by  the  packet  this  morning,  and  I've  left 
a  bottle  of  wine  out  of  his  bill — I  can't  afford  to  lose  it ;  so 
down  it  must  go  to  No.  3.  (^fVriting.)  "Sherry,  six  shil- 
lings"—that  makes  their  bill  just  £6.-1  like  even  money. 
Why  what  have  I  been  about  ? — No.  6  owed  for  a  bottle  of 
soda  water  besides.  Well,  I  can't  help  it,  No.  3  must  pay 
tat  that  too— no,  he  shan't  —  never  mind^l  bate  altering 
people's  bills  for  trifles — I'll  for;give  him  that — 
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PoR.  Did  any  one  come  in  while  you  were  there  ? 

(Boots  looks  at  Peter,  who  puis  Ms  finger  on  ku  Up.) 

PoR.  Answer  me — did  any  living  thing  pass  yoa  and 
enter  the  house  ? 

Mrs.  p.  (To  Boots.)  Answer  your  Master — don't  be 
afraid. 

PoR.  (To  Mrs.  P.)  Don*t  you  interfere. 

Mrs.  p.  I  will,  Mr.  P. 

Boots.  Yes,  sir. 

PoR.  I  thought  so — who  was  it  ? 

(Boots  looks  at  Peter,  who  holdshisfisiup  to  him,) 

Boots.  The  cat,  sir. 

PoR.  You're  a  fool — nothing  else  ? 

Boots.  Nothing  else,  sir. 

PoR.  Go  away ;  and  if  I  find  you've  told  me  a  lie,  I'U 
give  you  a  cat  that  you  shall  remember  for  a  week. 

Boots.  Thank  you,  sir.  (Exit,  r.  1  e.) 

PoR.  (^Looking  first  at  Peter,  tJien  at  Sally,  and  then  at 
his  wife.)  Look  you — all  of  you — there's  some  mystery  here ; 
and  I  suspect  I'm  being  deceived,  though  I  can't  at  present 
tell  by  whom. 

Mrs.  p.  You  needn't  look  at  me,  Mr.  P. 

PoR.  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,  Mrs.  P. ;  you  may  go  back 
to  the  bar,  and  go  on  with  your  accounts. 

Mrs.  p.  Thank  you.     (Moves  a  little  way  only.) 

PoR.  Peter,  put  on  your  hat,  go  out  at  that  door,  and 
shut  it  after  you. 

Pet.  Yes,  father. 

PoR.  Mrs.  P.,  did  you  hear  what  I  said  ? 

(^Goes  to  her;    takes  her   arm,  and  shews  her  towards 
the  bar.) 
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Pbt.  (Aside  to  Sal.)  I  told  jou  he'd  speak  to  yoa ;  now 
be  cautious. 

Sal.  (Aside  to  him,)  I  shan't  be  any  such  thing;  I've 
done  nothing  wrong,  and  I  don't  care  a  brass  fitrthing  for 
anybody! 

PoB.  (Tuminsf.)  Peter! 

Pbt.  Going,  ftther.     (Takes  kis  hat  and  goes  out,  c.  d.) 
(Mrs.  Por.  resumes  her  seat  and  pretends  to  work,  iwi 
watches  and  listens.) 

PoR.  Come  here,  Sally. 

Sal.  Here  I  am,  sir. 

PoR.  You  needn't  be  afraid. 

Sal.  Of  course  not,  sir ;  what  should  I  be  afraid  of? 

PoR.  (Angrihf.)  Of  me ! 

Sal.  Why? 

PoR.  My  son  has  made  love  to  you. 

Sal.  Yes,  bless  his  heart ;  and  I'm  very  much  obliged  to 
him  for  it. 

PoR.  You  must  give  him  up. 

Sal.  That  I  viront ! 

Pom,  You  wont? 

Sal.  No,  certainly  not — why  should  I  ? 

Por.  I  am  his  &ther,  and  yow  master ;  and  I  ask  you— 

Sal.  I  should  be  very  happy  to  do  anything  to  oblige  you, 
sir ;  but  he  asked  me  first. 

Por.  (Aside,)  Confound  it!  what  am  I  to  do  with  her? 
(Aloud,)  Look  here— promise  me  never  to  marry  him,  and 
I'll  takeyour  simple  word  for  it,  and  give  you  twenty  pounds. 

Sal.  Fiddle-de-dee! — you  and  your  twenty  pounds!  I 
wouldn't  break  my  word  to  him  for  twenty  hundred  pounds  1 

B  2 
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PoR.  Very  well,  ma*am ;  very  well — then  I  must  shew  my 
authority.  In  the  first  place,  you  pack  up  your  things  and 
leave  my  house  this  very  day  ! 

Sal.  What,  leave  your  house  for  nothing  at  all ;  and  be 
disgraced  as  if  I  had  done  something  very  wicked  ?  No, 
that  I  wont ! — ^there's  no  law  for  that,  I'm  sure.  Why,  if  I 
had  maid-and-the-magpied  all  your  silver  spoons,  you  couldn't 
use  me  worse ! 

PoR.  I  don't  care  for  that — go  you  shall ! 

Mrs.  p.  (In  the  bar.)  Pray,  Mr.  Porridge,  recollect  what 
you  are  about. 

PoR.  Hold  your  tongue,  Mrs.  P. ! 

Mr.s.  p.  (In  the  bar.)  I  shall  hold  no  such  thing,  Mr*  P. ! 
If  you  have  no  care  for  the  poor  girl's  interest,  after  all  the 
years  she  has  lived  with  us,  have  some  regard  for  your  own. 
The  house  is  full  of  company,  and  we  want  her. 

Sal.  Thank  ye,  ma'am  I 

PoR.  We'll  soon  get  another. 

Mrs.  p.  Soon  I  You  may  search  England  over,  and  not 
meet  with  such  another  chambermaid  as  our  Sally. 

Sal.  Bless  that  mistress  of  mine! — she's  like  me,  she 
always  speaks  the  truth. 

Por.  (To  Sal.)  What's  that  you're  muttering  about  ? 

Sal.  You  never  heard  me  mutter,  sir,  I'm  sure.  What  I 
say,  I  think ;  and  what  I  think,  I  say,  let  who  will  stand  by. 
My  mistress  has  told  you  that  you  wont  easily  get  such  ano- 
ther chambermaid,  and  /  can  tell  you  you'll  never  get  one 
at  all. 

PoR.  No ! — why,  what  stories  are  you  going  to  tell  about 
the  house  ? 
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Sal.  No  etories  at  all — I  ecorn  to  do  8nch  thing !  No, 
ST,  I  shall  tell  the  truth,  and  that  will  make  more  agunst  you 
than  a  hundred  stories  would. 

PoK.  Indeed ! 

Sal.  Yee,  !ar;  I'll  tell  all  the  girls  in  the  island  that  you 
turned  me  away  because  I  wouldn't  be  foLie  to  my  sweet- 
he«rt.  I'll  tell  aU  the  girla  in  the  island  that  you  turned  me 
away  because  your  sou  Peter, — bless  his  heart ! — was  Jbnd 
of  me;  and  then  who  do  you  think  will  take  a  place  with  the 
chance  of  being  packed  off  like  a  thief,  at  a  moment's  notice, 
for  a  thing  that  might  happen  to  any  other  pretty  girl  as  easily 
as  to  me ! 

PoB.  Will  you  do  as  I  told  you,  and  not  make  a  noise 
here? 

Sal.  a  what? — a  tioise? — come,  Ilike  that!  One's  to 
be  kicked  Uke  a  dog,  and  not  to  squeal.  However,  I  know 
my  duty,  and  while  you're  my  master  I  shall  obey  you.  I 
haven't  much  more  to  say,  and  I'll  say  that  as  fast  as  I  can. 
You've  told  me  to  go,  and  I  shall;  but  mind,  I  shan't  come 
to  you  for  a  character,  for  I  don't  mean  to  take  another 
place — I've  got  plenty  of  money  to  live  on,  and  I  shall  take 
a  lodging  close  by  till  your  son's  of  age — if  he  marries  me 
then,  well  and  good — but  if  you  get  him  to  give  me  up,  souse 
I  go  over  head  and  ears  into  the  river  that  runs  at  your  door, 
and  then,  the  sooner  you  sell  your  inn  for  what  it  will  fetch, 
and  give  up  business,  the  better — for  sure  as  ever  you  call 
"chambermaid,"  so  sure  shall  Sally's  ghost  be  with  you, 

{ExU.) 

Mm.  p.  (ff^ha  comet  from  bar.)  You'll  break  that  poor 
girl's  heart,  Mr,  Porridge ;  and  she's  as  good  a  servant  as  ever 
master  had! 
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PoR.  I  don't  much  care  what  elae  I  break,  if  I  tareak  off 
this  silly  match !  Do  you  think  I'll  let  my  son,  with  die 
money  I  can  give  him,  marry  the  chambeimaid  of  my  own  inn  ? 

Mrs.  p.  How  did  you  make  that  money?— why,  by 
marrying  one  who  understood  her  duty,  and  wasn^t  aboire  it; 
and  now,  I  suppose,  you  would  have  your  scm  get  some  fine 
finikin  lady  for  a  wife,  who  will  make  him  gire  up  businew 
as  soon  as  you're  dead  and  gone!— -turn  gentleman,  and 
become  a  beggar  in  three  years ! 

PoR.  Mrs.  Porridge ! 

Mrs.  p.  Mr.  Porridge ! 

PoR.  Wife! 

■ 

Mrs.  p.  Husband ! 

PoR.  (Siernfy.)  Do  you  hear  ?  Do  you  hear  ?  (Outer 
bell  rings.  Afier  apauie,  in  tvhich  he  seems  at  a  loss  what  to  say^ 
and  changing  his  tone,)  Do  you  hear  the  door  bell  ?  (Mrs.  P. 
goes  into  the  bar  ;  PoR.  opens  the  glass  door — Sano.  and  Bioos 
enter,)  This  way,  gentlemen,  if  you  please  —this  way— beg 
pardon,  I'm  sure,  for  not  attending  you  sooner,  but  I  was 
just  waiting  upon  Lord  What's-his-name,  up  stairs ! — ^Mrs.  P., 
ring  the  ostler's  beU. 

BiOGS.  No,  no ;  never  mind. 

PoR.  Wouldn't  you  wish  the  carriage  unloaded,  gentle- 
men ? — ^hope  you  mean  to  honour  our  house  by  staying  all 
night! 

San.  We  have  no  carriage  here,  my  good  friend. 

PoR.  I  beg  pardon ! — making  a  little  tour  on  horseback, 
gentlemen,  of  the  Island,  no  doubt.  Have  they  taken  your 
horses  to  the  stable  ? — or,  perhaps,  your  own  groom 

San.  My  good  sir,  we  have  no  groom  and  no  horses  ;  we 
are  travelling  on  foot.  (Mrs.  P.  retires  vp  stage.) 


PLBASANT   DBBAHS.  21 

POR.  (Looking  at  their  duify  boott,  and^anyittg  hi*  toiu.) 
Oh!  I  see. 

Bieos.  We're  hungry,  and  want  somethiDg  to  eat  directly. 

PoB.  I  don't  wonder  at  that;  you  have  gone  the  right 
way  to  get  an  appetite. 

San.  I8  your  house  (ull  ?  , 

PoB.  Very! 

San.  We  can  have  beds  to-night,  I  suppoee  ? 

PoE.  Why,  you  can — but  we  have  only  a  double-bedded 
room  at  the  top  of  the  house. 

Bioos.  Never  mind  about  the  beds  now— have  you  gota 
mutton-chop? 

PoB.  Why,  gentlemen,  to  be  candid  with  you,  foot  pas- 
sengers generally  find  themselves  more  comfortable  at  the 
pubUc  bouse  aUttlebelow;  aud,ifyoulike,  one  of  my  waiters 
shall  shew  you  there. 

San.  (7*0  Pot,,  and  taking  Aim  atidt.)  Come  hither  a. 
minute.  (Bioos^ow  wp  ((<>9«-) 

PoE.  Well? 

San.  You  were  veiy  civil  when  we  came,  because  you 
thought  us  people  of  consequence ;  and  you  have  changed 
your  tone  because  you  think  us  people  of  no  consequence — 
now,  it's  of  no  consequence  to  me  what  you  think,  and  it's  of 
no  consequence  to  you  who  we  are — we  mean  to  stay  here  1 
You  will  be  more  or  less  civil  as  you  think  fit— only,  take 
this  with  you— If^ou  are  civil,  you  will  never  have  cause  to 
regret  it ;  if  imcivil,  the  time  may  come  when  you  may  wish 
you  had  been  civil !  (Raiting  hit  wMce.)  I  say,  sir,  the  day 
may  arrive,  when  you  will  discover  that  I  am — 

POB.  What? 

Bteo*.  (Coma  down  the  centre.     Interrupting  him.)     My 


/.- 


PLEASANT  DKCAMS. 


— -^•rfS' 


iv  Mphev!  that'*  ail.  (Jside  r.jSAN.;  Whar 
-r  if  :^r  ATS  v::  akut  -— rivii;  ±e  la:,  ll-rd  ^ome  of  vour 
ny^f.rjf  ii?:iisa::?r*  cf  eraaOeur,  which  I  Mhallhavefu 


:  iy  !:r.  a«  i^y.. 


>A>   I^:  z.f  a'.se.  uioif  Bi^v?. 

P.  i     .-/i.'i:.     I   oi-'r   L^ake  our  what  the?e  fellow. 

^^ — -t-.r  till  :ie*?  t-iLier  s  pjar  man  or  a  great  imj-o?- 

•  r.  -li  i  -.'i::':  w.'.'  wh.vii.    Well  *h'?y  mav  have  their  choi* 

j:  *!!  f^rir?      .-/.'•  i-2    .M.>.  P.,  order  some  chopi  for  fho-" 

4-r:.:.fz:fi.  i:.i  .V:  L:e:n  :-e  ?heviT.  into  the  cvffee-room. 

j^z  I.  *r^  • 

S.*>   >^:.i  rh-?  B>?'?  he^?.  wi::  you  ? 
P  ^     r  Msi.  p.    Rin J  :or  B-vt*.  .  TW  /;y  Wr, 

.Mrs.  p.  >-//?v>) 
B:  -i<     T  Mrs.  P.   How  long  will  it  In?  to  diijuor,  lar..:- 

•       •       • 

.a    » 

M>  P    /^^r*  •-:  •  -.v! ::  ^r-   I  J'^ipP'-^^  y^""^'  ^^'^'^"^  ''^"^'" 
'  R.  • '.     T  <\\     ^Vha:  d?  vou  ^v  ?    We  shall  have  if 
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<j>   ("•-  ■  r.ra:.^«  bv  al!  mean*. 

B:  .«<  Hi::-sr.-r.-v.r  :-i:  *eai5  like  .^entem-e  ot  .learh. 

.,v    rB.v.r.     I«.v.myman.    Ohivouvego, 
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Boots,  (To  BioGs.)    You  have  your  boots  (At,  sir  ^ 

Biggs.  No.  I  theuk  you. 

Boots.  Better,  sir,  afler  wallfin^. 

BiOGS.  (Angrily.)  No,  I  tell  j-ou — be  off  with  you. 

(Boots  bovm,  and  ejrit.) 
Sax.  Now  don't  snub  Boots,  uncle  Biggs.  I  like  the 
Boota  better  than  any  one  eUe  in  an  inn.  Yoiir  landlord 
and  landlatly  are  civil  la  proportion  to  the  length  of  the  bill ; 
eveu  yoar  waiters  and  chambermaids  have  a  regular  aseort- 
lueiit  of  bowa  and  courtesys  to  suit  their  various  paymaster?  - 
but  hoite^  old  never-vaiTing  BooO  gets  hia  sixpence  from 
the  peer,  and  be  can't  have  leae  from  any  one.  The  coD§e- 
quence  is,  that  he  is  always  obliging — always  at  his  post ; 
■od  he  gives  every  one  the  same  impartial  bow  for  the  same 
moDpy. 

Bicas.  Now  how  are  we  to  pass  this  dreadful  half-honr 
till  otir  chops  are  ready  ? 

San.  I  sball  go  ap  stairs  somewhere,  and  wash  my  hands, 
a»d  perhaps  take  a  little  nap. 
Biees.  NMiall  more  dreams? 

Sas.  (Going  up  ifairi.'j  .\ye :  but  ruc/i  dreams'.  (Calitity.) 
Waiter! 

EiUer  Waiter,  b.  1  e. 
Wait.  T««ji 

SaK.  Sead^HAunbennaid. 
Wait.  (^^^^^B^O  C'liambermaid ! 

Sally,  r,  1  e. 

?  (TuSa.s.J 

hrr,   and  chuckiny  her   under  At 
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chin) — Egfi^y  you're  a  nice  little  body.     Can  I  wash  my 
hands  somewhere  ? 

Sal.  {Pointing  up  the  stairs,)  Yes,  sir,  up  in  that  room 
— (Aside) — and  I  wish  you'd  done  it  before  you  wiped  'em 
on  my  face.  {Crosses^  and  enters  har^  l.  2  £.) 

(San.  goes  iqf  stairs,  and  enters  room.) 

Biggs.  (^To  Waiter.)  The  library,  you  say,  is  just 
opposite  ?     (^Gdng.) 

Wait.  Yes,  sir.  You'll  find  plenty  of  newspapers  there. 
Our's  are  all  engaged  just  now. 

Biggs.  Where's  the  post-office  ? 

Wait.  At  the  library,  sir. 

Biggs.  I  say,  my  boy,  I'll  give  you  sixpence  extra  if 
you'll  run  over  the  way,  and  tell  me  when  the  chops  are 
ready. 

Waft.  Very  well,  sir.  (Exit  Biggs  at  centre  door. ) 

(San.  reappears  at  door  ofhed^room  with  Sally's  bonnet. ) 

San.  I'm  afi«id  this  room  belongs  to  somebody  else  — 
here's  a  bonnet. 

Sal.  (^Running  across.)  Oh!  it's  nothing.  Throw  it 
down,  please  sir. 

San.  Catch  then.  (7^rou;«  it  to  her.) 

Sal.  Gemini !  I  forgot  I  left  this  up  there. 

{Exit  with  bonnet,  R.  h.) 

San.  And  I  say.  Waiter ! 

Waft.  Sir! 

San.  Just  bear  in  mind  that  I  am  up  here,  will  you  ?  and 
give  me  a  caU  when  the  chops  are  ready. 

Wait.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Now  don't  forget,  because  I  see  a  remarkably  com- 
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fortaUe-lookiDg  great  chair  here;  and  I'm  aware  that  I 
sometimes  fall  asleep  in  the  day-time. 

Wait.  Veiy  well,  sir. 

San.  I  don't  say  I  shall ;  but  I  may — ^yon  imderstand — 
I  may. 

Wait.  I'll  take  care,  sir. 

San.  (Looking  tnio  room.)  Upon  my  life,  it's  a  most 
inviting-looking  chair.  {Exit  to  room. ) 


SCENE  IV. 

Same   at    Second. 

Enier  Waiter,  l. — he  is  met  by  Boors,  whoy  nuking  in 
from  oppotite  nde^  runs  against  him. 

Wait.  Hollo!  take  care! 
Boots.  Where's  Missus  gone  ? 
Wait.  Don't  know. 
Boots.  Where's  Master  ? 
Watt.  Can't  tell. 
Boots.  Where's  Mr.  Peter  ? 
Waft.  Haven't  seen  him.     What's  the  matter  ? 
Boots.  Can't  stop  to  tell.  (Running  q^,  R.) 

(PoR.  seen  entering^  L.) 
Wait.  Here !— come  back,  stupid — here's  Master. 
Boots.  {Returning.)  Where? 
Wait.  (Pointing.)  There. 

(Boots  meets  Por.,  and  whispers  him.) 

PoR.  {Evidently  astonished.)  What !— when  ?— just  now  ? 

fF%o  do  you  say  ?    (Boots  whispers  him  again.)  Bless  my 

c 
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souly  is  it  possible  ?  The  ODe  that  went  into  the  room  to 
wash  his  hands,  do  you  say?  (Boots  nodi  assent,)  Bless 
my  soul,  here's  a  discovery — a  pretty  mess  I  had  like  to  hare 
got  into.  Here,  Mrs.  Porridge,  I  say ! — ^Peter,  where  are 
you  ?  {To  Boots.)  Call  all  the  Waiters — ring  the  Waiters* 
bell — ring  the  Chambermaid's  bell — ring  the  Ostler's  bell — 
ring  your  own  bell.  (Boots  and  Waiter  enter  bar^  and  ring 
various  6eA!r.)  Mrs.  Porridge,  I  say !  Bless  me,  it  puts  me  in 
a  fever  to  think  of  the  escape  I  have  had.  (Calling.)  Mrs. 
Porridge ! — Peter ! — John ! — ^Thomas ! — Sally ! — everybody ! 

JEnter,  at  different  points,  Mrs.  Porridge,  John,  Thomas, 

Ostler,  and  Boots. 

All.  {Esc^  Mrs.  P.)  Here,  sir,  here ! 
Mrs.  p.  What's  the  matter,  my  dear  ? 
PoR.  Nothing — something — everything — I've  made  a  ter- 
rible mistake. 

Mrs.  p.  What ! — in  a  customer's  bill  ? 

PoR.  No— in  a  customer  himself 

Mrs.  P.  What  sort  of  a  mistake? 

PoR.  Can't  stop  to  explain.     Follow  me,  all  of  you. 

(Runs  off  L,,  followed  by  Mrs.  P.  and  the  rest.) 
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SCENE     V. 

Bed-room  in  the  »ame — toilet  table^  with  toweU  ^c,y  a$  if  lued 
— Sanguine  discotiered  askep  in  an  arm-chair^  with  a  hand- 
kerchief  Hed  over  hi$  head — Door  in  flat. 

Church  beUt  heard  ringing  in  the  distance^  San.  moves  about  a$ 
if  under  the  influence  of  a  dream — j4fter  a  little  while, 

San.  (/n  a  low  tone,  and  imit(tting  the  chimes,)  1 — ^2-— 3 
— 4 — o — 6 — 7 — 8 ; — 1 — ^2—3 — 4.  (/Shoret.)  So,  so— come 
at  last.  Set  those  money  bags  down  here.  Stay — gently — 
not  so  fast — a  thousand  pounds  in  each,  yon  say?  Let  me 
count  them.  (Speaking.)  1^2— 3— 4— 5— 6-^7— 8.  Good, 
— that  will  do  for  the  present.     (Snores, ) 

(PoR.  opens  the  door  very  gently ,  and  peeps  in.) 

POR.  (Speaking  in  a  whisper  as  to  people  outside,)  Hush ! 
Stand  back — not  yet — he*s  fast  asleep.  {Shuts  door,) 

San.  Haste,  ye  knaves,  and  spread  the  banquet;  my  guests 
will  be  here  directly.  Where*s  my  groom  of  the  chambers  ? 
See ! — see !  the  carriages  begin  to  come  up  the  avenue. 
Look  at  them! — look  at  them  !  {Speaking.)  1—2^ — 
4 — 5 — 6 — 7 — 8.  Quick — throw  open  the  great  gates — line 
the  staircase — let  the  bells  of  my  castle  ring  out  a  merry  peal. 
{Bells  heard  again  in  the  distance.)  Good — good ;  but  how 
is  this  ?  No  music— where  is  my  band  ?  (A  march  is  played 
very  piano  by  the  orchestra*  fVhile  it  is  played^  San.  bows  to 
the  right  and  le/l,  tu  if  to  his  guests.  Band  ceases.)  Good — 
good — ^good.     (  Falls  back  in  his  chair  and  snores  loudly.) 
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(PORRIDGB  looks  in  again  ;  hU,  hearing  him  inore^  speaks 
to  those  ouiside.) 
PoR.  Not  yet— not  yet.     (To  hinuelf)     He's  talking  in 
his  sleep  sorely*    I'll  listen. 

(Band  refoaU  a  few  bars,  Sanguine  raises  himself  gently.) 
San.  Your  Royal  Highness  is  welcome  to  my  castle. 
For.  (Aside.)  Royal  Highness ! 

San.  Ah !  my  noble  uncle,  I  rejoice  to  see  you  recovered 
from  your  riieumatism. 
PoR.  His  noble  uncle ! 

San.  Lady  Emily,  allow  me  to  ofS&r  you  my  arm. 
For.  Lady  EmOy ! 
San.  Now  for  dinner ! 

For.  He  calls  for  dinner.      (To  those  outside,)    Now, 
come  on ! 

(Steps  outside,  but  immediately  returns,  carrying  two  silver 
branches  with  lighted  candles,  and  followed  ^  Mrs. 
FORRloes,  with  a  lighted  candle  in  each  hand;  two 
Waiters  ead^  with  ditto ;  a  boy  with  a  candle  in  flat 
candlestick,  and  Boots  and  the  Ostler ;  tlie  former  car- 
ries a  piece  of  candle  alight  between  a  split  stick,  and 
the  latter  a  stable  lanthom.  They  all  advance  towards 
Sanguine's  chair.) 
For.  (  Turning  round,  and  seeing  Boots  and  Ostler.)  What 
the  deuce  do  you  two  vagabonds  do  here  ? 

Boots.  You  said  everybody  was  to  bring  lights,  sir. 

For.  Get  out  with  you  !  (Exeunt  Boots  and  Ostler.) 

(Tlie  rest  range  themselves  on  either  side  ^Sanguine.) 

San.  This  ante-room  is  too  dark  ;  why  ar^  my  orders  not 

obeyed  ?  Bring  more  lights.     What !  nobody  move  when  I 
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speak?  More  lights,  I  say — more  lights,  rascals!  {Pushing 
hit  chair  niolerUfy  from  himy  and  starting  up ;  in  doing  wliichy 
he  awakes, — seems  confused, — rubs  his  eyes,  and  looks  to  the  right 
and  left.  All  how  to  him,)  Who  are  you  ?  and  who  are  you  ? 
Am  I  awake  ?  do  I  dream  ?  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  Some- 
body explain  to  me.  (Sits,) 

PoR.  We  thought  your — your — your — (Aside)  Perhaps, 
as  he  came  incog.,  I  mustn't  mention  his  title.  (Aloud,)  We 
thought  you  were  pleased  to  call  for  lights,  and  so  we  brought 
them  to  your — ^your — to  you. 

San.  But  why  do  you  bring  so  many  ? — such  a  devil  of  a 
lot,  I  may  say  ? 

PoR.  To  light  your — your — you  to  dinner. 

San.  What,  is  the  chop  ready  ? 

PoR.  Pardon  me,  sir ;  but  I  couldn't  think  of  letting  your — 
your — you  dine  on  a  chop ;  and  so  I  have  taken  the  liberty 
of  preparing  the  best  entertainment  my  house  affords. 

(All  advance,) 

San.  (Aside,  rising,)  Can  it  be  ?  It  must — it  shall — A 
flood  of  light  breaks  in  upon  me.  My  dreams  at  length  are 
reaUzed;  and  I  am  a  great  man.  Genius  of  Whittington ! 
I  thank  thee.  (Aloud,  and  spreading  out  his  arms,)  Stand  far- 
ther from  me.  (They  move  au^y.)  (Sanguine  seeing  Por- 
RiDGB.)  The  landlord !  Come  hither,  landlord.  Where's 
my  uncle  ? 

PoR.  Your  noble  uncle  has  stepped  out. 

San.  (Aside,)  My  noble  uncle !  What  has  worked  this 
change  ?  I  know  not — I  care  not ;  my  business  is  to  profit  by 
it.  (Paces  the  stage  with  great  dignity.) 

PoR.  (Aside  to  Mas.  P.)  There's  a  walk !  you  can  see 
wliat  he  b  with  half  an  eye. 

c2 
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Mrs.  p.  Where  were  your  two  whole  onesy  that  you  didn't 
see  it  before  ? 

PoR.  Where  were  your's  ? 

Mrs.  p.  Hush ! — ^he's  gobg  to  speaik. 

San.  Is  the  dinner  ready  ? 

PoR.  Yes,  your — your — 

San.  (AMe.)  I  wish  he*d  finish — ^I  want  to  know  what 
1  am.  (Aloud  and  sharpiy.)  Yovec  ujhai^  fellow  ? 

PoR.  I  beg  pardon — Yes,  Hr ;  it  i$  ready. 

San.  So  am  I. 

(PORRIDOS  proceeds  imoards  ike  door^  walking  backwardM, 
and  holding  out  the  brandtee.  Sanguine  paewet  be- 
tween the  others  ;  they  how  ;  he  returns  their  bows  fa- 
miliarly at  first,  but  checking  himself ,  assumes  more 
dignity,  and  finally  goes  off  by  door  in  flat,  with  much 
swagger,  ligJUed  and  attended,) 


SCENE    VI. 

A  superior  Apartment  in  the  Inn,  Chandeliers  lighted,  A 
table,  handeomely  decorated,  set  wit,  with  two  covers  laid.  In 
another  place,  sideboard  of  plate.  Folding-doors  in  flat.  The 
foldxng-doors  are  thrown  open,  and  Porridge  is  seen  lighting 
in  Sanguine.  7^  others,  with  candles  as  before,  form  on  each 
side  of  the  door.  Sanguine  advances  to  the  front,  looking 
about  him.  Porridge  bows  as  he  passes,  and  places  the 
branches  on  the  dining-table. 

San.  (Aside.)  As  this  fellow  seems  to  be  the  first  to  know 
of  my  exaltation,  he  shall  be  the  firet  to  feel  it.  ( Alfjud. ) 
Let  all  depart  but  the  landlord. 
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PoB.  Depart,  and  shut  the  door. 

{They  exeani,  and clote tiiefolding-doori.) 

San.  Shut  your  mouth,  and  come  here.  (Porridge  mi- 
fOACM  and  bouii.)  Bring  me  a  chair.  (Porridge  putt  chah . 
Sakquise  ntt.)  You  were  little  short  of  rude  to  me  when 
I  first  came. 

POB.  PudoD— pardoD  ! 

San.  I  shall  consider  of  that.  What  ha^  changed  your 
note? 

PoB,  May  1  speak  ? 

8a».  I  wish  you  to  do  so ;  I  shall  take  it  aa  a  favour  if 
you  will — 1  request  it.  (PoiuuoaE  homt.)  1  desire  it.  (Por- 
uixiK  Aowj.)  (Aiide.)  I'U  try  tt  a  little  stronger  atilL  (Aloud.) 
1  eomntaiul  it. 

Pur.  I  ubey.  {Looking  round  cautioHtU/,  and  then  tpeakituj 
viih  (m  air  of  rnyttery.)  An  accident  has  discovered  lo  me 
ywiT  exalted  rank. 

San.  Ob,  it  has? 

PoB.  Yes  ;  hul  I'll  be  secret  as  the  grave. 

San.  (Atide.)  Thank  you — I  wish  you  wouldn't — My 
cxaJled  rank ! — It's  come  at  last,  then  1  i  Aloud.)  And  do 
you  auppoee  that  I'll  reward  you  for  your  rudeness  by  lotting 
you  fiiniidh  me  with  an  expensive  dinner,  instead  of  the 
eighteen- penny  chop  it  was  my  intention  to  have  had  ? 

PoR.  1  !i«<ek  no  reward,  great  sir — I'm  a  repenlanl  land- 
lotd ;  and  I  entreat  yon  to  condescend  lo  eat  the  dinner  1  am 
going  to  have  the  high  honour  of  placing  before  you,  witbom 
paying  fur  ii . 

San.  .K  very  profjer  punishment  for  your  impertinence — 
(A*ide) — and,  considering  the  §tate  of  my  purse,  a  very  coii- 
vraietit  amuigement.  (Aloud.)  Be  it  m. 
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PoR.  {Bowing.)  Thanks— thuiks,  great  sir. 

San.  {Atide.)  You're  particularly  welcome.  {AUmd,) 
Where's  my  uncle  ?  the  little,  elderly  gentleman,  who  came 
with  me  ? 

PoR.  Your  noble  uncle — 

San.  {fVUh  surprise.)  My  nMe  uncle  ? 

PoR.  I  beg  pardon  ;  I  see  you're  angry.  The  little,  elderly 
gentleman  is  over  the  way  at  the  circulating  library,  doing 
the  newspaper  the  honour  to  read  it. 

San.  Let  him  be  sent  for. 

PoR.  I  fly.  (Going.) 

San.  And,  hark  you — no  word  to  him  of  the  change  which 
has  taken  place :  tell  him  simply  that  the  chops  are  ready — 
shew  him  in  here — shut  the  door — and  when  I  ring,  Mng 
dinner.  (Porridgk  bows,  and  exit  In/ folding  doors.) 

San.  (Rises,  and  walks  about.)  At  length,  then,  my  long- 
expected  turn  of  fortune  has  arrived  !  At  length  my  faith  in 
dreams  begins  to  be  justified.  At  length  I  am — what? 
Egad,  that's  exactly  what  I  want  to  learn.  The  landlord 
knows,  but  he  doesn't  seem  inclined  to  tell  me ;  and  it*s  ex- 
cessively awkward  for  me  to  ask  him — excessively  awkward. 
Forward  then,  friend  Sanguine ;  take  the  good  the  gods  pro- 
vide thee,  and  truRt  to  the  protection  of  thy  good  genius. 
Now  for  uncle  Biggs — I've  got  an  astonisher  for  him,  at  all 
events.  (Folding-door  opens.)  And  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Bic»GS,  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand.     Door  is  shut 

after  him. 

Biggs.  This  way,  you  say — (Seeing  tlie  table,  he  starts  back) 
— HoUoI  What's  ail  this?  Open  the  door  again — there's 
some  mistake. 
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San.  Uncle  Biggs! 

BfGos.  Whose  voice  is  that  ? 

San.  Whose  should  it  be  ? 

BiGOS.  It  should  be  my  Dephewy  Oliver's.  {Approaching,) 

San.  And  it  wot. 

BiGOS.  And  is. 

San.  That's  doubtful. 

Bioos.  What  do  you  mean  by  doubtful  ?  Give  me  your 
hand,  my  dear  boy — Give  me  your  hand.  (Sanguinb  rttet 
ami  tkakeM  handi  with  him,)  I  congratulate  yon,  with  all  my 
heart! 

San.  What !  you  know  it  ? 

Biggs.  Know  it !  to  be  sure  I  do. 

San.  Then  that  rascally  landlord  has  told  you. 

Biggs.  The  landlord  !  What  should  he  know  about  it  ? 
I  met  him  at  the  door  just  as  I  was  rushing  over  in  hopes  to 
be  the  first  to  congratulate  you  on  your  good  fortune ;  but  I 
am  disappointed — it  seems  you  know  it. 

San.  (Bewildered,)  Yes — I  know  it. 

Biggs.  Then  I  may  put  my  letter  in  my  pocket  again. 
{Puis  iiawojf.)  But  I  say,  OUver,  you  must  have  known 
this  some  time,  and  it  wasn't  very  kind  of  you  to  conceal  it 
from  me, 

San.  What  do  you  mean  by  conceal  it  from  you  ?  It's 
only  since  you  went  out  that  I  dreamt — 

Bioos.  Poh,  poh  !  Come  along  down  to  the  coffee-room. 
It's  high  time  you  had  done  with  dreams. 

Sak.  You  know  you  never  chose  to  believe  in  them. 

Biggs.  Not  I. 

San.  (Going  io  the  table,)  Believe  then,  incredulous  little 
uncle,  in  their  realization.  (Rings  hand-bell.) 
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(Tlie folding-doors  are  thrown  op^/TyOnif Porridge  enters, 
followed  hy  PfiTBR  and  Waiter^  eooA  carrying  a 
covered  dishy  whi<^  they  place  upon  the  table.    Biggs 
f tares  with  astonishment.     Sanguine  hoks'ai  him, 
and  points,  unth  an  air  of  iriumphy  ai  what  is  going 
on.     Porridge  advances  to  Sanguine.) 
PoR.  (Bowing.)  The  dinner  is  served. 
San.  Wait  on  my  uncle,  and  inform  him. 
PoR.    (Crossing,  and  bowing  to   Biggs.)     The  dinner  is 
served. 

Bigg&  (Bowing  again.)  Sir,  you're  very  good.  (^Crossing, 
and  aside  to  Sanguine.)  Nephew,  nephew !  what  have  you 
been  about  ?  A  little  addition  to  our  dinner  would  have 
been  all  very  well,  under  the  circumstances ;  but  this  is  far, 
far  too  expensive. 

San.  (Aside.)  Not  at  the  price. 

Biggs.  (j4side  to  San.)  Well  I  can't  sit  down  to  it,  and 
so  it  doesn't  signify. 

San.  (Aside  to  him.)  Uncle,  pray  take  your  seat ;  I  beg 
you'll  not  expose  me  in  this  way. 

PoR.  (Aside  to  Pet.)  What  a  ceremony  there  always  is 
between  these  great  men  about  who  is  to  sit  down  first. 
Biggs.  Well,  I  give  way  ;  but,  indeed  you're  wrong. 
(Goes  to  table,  followed  by  Sanguine-— ^Aay  sit — fVaUers 
uncover  the  dishes.) 
San.  Soup,  uncle  ? 
Biggs.  If  you  please. 

(Sanguine  helps  him,  and  then  himself) 
PoR.  (Aside  to  Pet.)    He  won't  call  him  anything  but 
uncle. 

San.  What  wines  have  we  here,  landlord  ? 
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For.  Port,  nheanry,  hock,  and  champagne,  sir. 
San.  You  may  take  away  the  port  and  dierry — we  never 
drink  them. 

PoR.  (Makes  ta^  ioa  fFaUer,  who  rem/ovet  them — j^nde  to 
Pbt.)  There  he  betrays  himself,  yon  see— none  but  great 
princes  and  newspaper  writers  say  **  we." 

Pet.  (Aside  to  him.)  Hush,  &ther— let's  listen  to  their 
conversation. 

San.  Capital  soup,  landlord. 

(PoRRiDGS  bows — fVaiier  removes  soup^  pkUes,  4^.) 
PoR.  (Aside  to  Pbt.)  There's  dignity. 
Pet.  (Aside  to  him  )  Astonishing ! 
San.  Will  you  taste  this  dish,  nncle  ? 
Biggs.  If  you  please.     (San.  helps  him,) 
San.  Stay — what  say  you  to  a  glass  of  wine  after  your 
soup  ? 
Biggs.  With  all  my  heart. 
San.  (To  Por.)  Two  glasses  of  champagne. 
PoR.  ( To  fVcUter.)  Hand  the  champagne. 

(fVaiter  hands  it — they  drink.) 
San.  Very  lair  wine,  Uiat — 1  say,  uncle — do  you  remember 
a  certain  dinner  we  talked  of? 

Biggs.  Aye,  quite  well ;  but  that  was  before  you  knew 
you  were  coming  to  the  Crown. 
San.  Hush! 

Pkt.  (Aside ioVoR.)   Did  you  hear  that,  father?  "Before 
he  knew  he  was  coming  to  the  crown." 

l*oR.   (Aside  to  him.)  Silence,  boy — leave  all  to  nie  ;  and 
our  fortune's  made. 

S.\N.  (  To  For.)  Is  that  yoimg  man  a  son  of  your's  ? 

(Pbtkr  hows.) 
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PoB.  Yes,  your— sir — (ToPbtbr) — Bow,  Peter. 

Pbt.  I  did,  fitther. 

PoR.  Then  bow  again.     (Petbr  bows  a^n.) 

San.  a  well-mannered  lad,  upon  my  word — what  are  you 
going  to  make  of  him  f 

PoR.  I  hardly  know  what  to  make  of  him,  sir. 

San.  (  To  Pet.)  What  do  you  wish  to  be  ? 

Pbt.  I  wish  to  be  married,  sir. 

PoR.  (To  Pet.)  Silence. 

San.  (To  Por.)    Silence  yourself,  sir;    I'm  speakiDg. 
(PoR.  bows.)    (  To  Pbtbr.)   Is  your  father  rich  ? 

Pbt.  Very  rich,  sir. 

San.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  More  champagoe. 

{Waiter  hands  it.)  And  who  is  it  you  wish  to  marry  ? 

Pbt.  Our  Sally,  please  sir — Sally  chambermaid. 

(Sally  calls  without  '*  Peter,  Peter — where   are    yw, 
Peter  r 
That's  her  that's  calling  me  now.     (Going.) 

PoR.  Come  baek  you — ^how  dare  you  ? 

San.  (To  Por.)  Silence,  fellow.     (To  Pbt.)  Stay  here, 
friend.     (To  FFaiier.)  Tell  that  young  woman  to  oome  m. 

(Exit  PFaiter,  by /biding  doors.) 

BioGS.  (Aside  to  San.)   Nephew,  nephew,  you'U  carry 
this  joke  too  far. 

San.  (Aside  to  him.)  Joke  ! — do  you  know  who  1  am  ? 

Biggs.  I  don't  think  I  do. 

San.  (Aeide  )  Nor  I. 

(Re-enter  Waiter^  with  Sally,  to^  has  her  bonnet  Mt-^a 
bundle  in  one  hand  and  a  bandbox  m  the  other-^MtOi. 

PORRIDGB  follows,) 

Come  forward,  young  woman  ;  what  is  it  you  want? 
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Sal.  {Falling  an  her  knees.)  Please  your  honour's  wor- 
ship's grandeur — I  hope  Fm  not  too  bold — I  didn't  mean  to 
disturb  you  at  your  meal ;  but  Tm  going  away  for  life,  as  a 
body  may  say  ;  and  I  only  wanted  to  say  "  good  bye"  to  my 
Peter  once  more  before  I  went. 

San.  Rise,  young  woman.  (^Sheri$es,)  Uncle,  have  you 
dined? 

Biggs.  Capitally — never  better. 

San.  Put  chairs  there.  (Rieei^  followed  by  Biggs — tuw 
ckmre  artpui^  and  they  advance  to  ^kem,)  Uncle,  be  seated  ; 
rU  hear  this  cause,  and  administer  justice  in  person. 

Biggs.  (Aside.^  Administer  justice ! — ^his  bit  of  money 
has  turned  his  brain. 

San.  (To  Sally.)  And  so  you're  going  away  for  life? 

Sal.  Yes,  please  your  greatness;  master  says  I  make 
nothing  but  mischief  here,  and  so  he  has  sent  me  away  for 
good. 

San.  (Aside  to  Pbt.)  Is  this  the  young  woman  you  wish 
to  marry? 

PoR.  (Angrily.)  Sir — she's — 

San.  (Interrupting  him,)  Hold  your  tongue,  sir.  (Por. 
bows,)     (  To  Pbt.)  Answer,  you. 

Pet.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Is  there  anything  against  her? 

Mrs.  p.  Nobody  can  justly  say  a  word  against  her — she's 
as  good  a  girl  as  ever  lived. 

San.  You  are  the  mistress  of  this  inn,  I  believe  ? 

Mr.s.  p.  (Courtesying.)  Yes,  sir. 

San.  I'll  take  your  character  of  her.  (To  Por.)  Your 
only  objection  seems  to  be  that  this  [)oor  girl  ha.s  no  fortune. 

Por.  That's  all,  sir. 

1) 
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San.  Come  hither  to  me — ^nearer,  sir — nearer  yet — (^nde 
to  him,)  You  know  who  I  am,  I  believe  ? 

PoB.  I  do. 

San.  Perhaps  you  are  of  opinion  that  if  I  choose  I  can 
make  a  handsome  settlement  upon  her. 

For.  That  doesn't  admit  of  a  doubt. 

San.  (Aside.)  Doesn't  it?  {To  him,)  Then  if  I  ask  you 
to  give  your  consent  to  the  match-— 

PoR.  I  dare  not  refuse  it. 

San.  Enough  said.  {Ahud,)  The  young  man,  Peter,  may 
be  united  to  the  young  woman,  Sally.     The  elder  Mr.  Por- 
ridge gives  his  consent. 
(Sally  throws  away  the  bundles,  and  she  and Feter  embrace.) 

San.  (To  Por.)  Here — one  word  more — Where's  your 
pocket  book  ?  (For, produces  it — San.  turns  over  bank  notes 
and  selects  one.)  Give  your  future  daughter-in-law  fifly 
pounds  for  an  outfit — and  (very  significantly)  don't  tell 
her  it  comes  from  me.  (Por.  botes  and  takes  note.)  You 
understand  me  ;-^if  I  were  to  take  a  large  sum  out  of  my 
pocket  at  once,  it  might  seem  extraordinary.  (Por.  bows, 
crosses  to  Sally,  and  gives  note — they  shake  hands.)  (Aside,) 
To  no  one  more  than  myself;  and  now,  fiiend  Porridge,  I 
flatter  myself  I've  made  you  pay  for  your  impudence  to-day. 

Biggs.  Nephew — what  on  earth  does  all  this  mean  ? 

San.  Time  will  shew.     (Aside.)  I  suppose. 

Sal.  (Approaching  San.)  I  know  who  it  is  that  I  have 
to  thank  for  all  this  !     (Courtesying.)     Bless  your  greatness ! 

San.  Oh  !  you  know,  too,  do  you  ?  (Aside.)  How  very 
singular  that  I  should  be  the  only  person  that  doesn't !  Egad ! 
I'll  make  her  tell  me.  (Aloud.)  Stand  back  all  of  you  !  I 
wish  to  speak  with  this  young  woman  in  private — uncle, 
oblige  me.     (They  stand  back — Biggs  leaves  his  chair,  and 
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retires  up  the  stage,)  {To  Sally,  and  chucking  her  under  the 
chin.)  You're  a  nice  little  body,  Sally ! 

Sal.  So  your  greatness  was  pleased  to  say  before* 

San.  And  so  you  really  know  who  I  am,  do  you  ? 

Sal.  I  do. 

San.  And  who  told  you? 

Sal.  Our  Boots. 

San.  And  who  told  him  ? 

Sal.   Your  boots. 

San.  My  boots  ? — you're  mad,  cliild ! 

Sal.  Not  the  least  mad,  your  greatness.  Our  Boots  had 
your  boot^  to  clean,  and  their  was  your  greatness's  name  in 
them  at  full  length. 

San.  What  name  ? 

Sal.  Your  own — the  Prince  of  Orange — 

San.  The  Prince  of  what? 

Sal.  The  Prince  of  Orange !  (San.  sinks  into  chair^  covers 
his /ace  with  his  hands,  and  laughs  vehemently — Sally  falls  on 
her  knees  by  him.)  Oh !  dear ;  what  have  I  said  ?  I  hope  I 
haven't  done  wrong ! 

San.  (A^er  trying  once  or  twice  to  suppress  his  laughter.) 
Rise,  young  woman,  there's  no  harm  done ;  but  just  go  to 
your  Boots,  (She  rises,)  who  has  got  mine,  and  tell  them  to 
bring  one  another  here. 

Sal.  Yes,  your  greatness!  {After  one  or  two  attempts  to 
pass  injront  of  his  chair,  she  passes  behind  it,  and  exit.) 

San.  {Rising.)  Poor  thing! — poor  thing! — frightened  at 
my  supposed  greatness !  This,  then,  is  the  solution  of  the 
mystery — the  spell  is  dissolved,  and  my  royalty  is  not  in  my 
crown,  but  in  my  boots  ! — in  a  pair  of  misfits,  for  which  J 
gave  three  crowns  the  d«y  before  1  left  London ! — ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 
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Oh !  (Cliecking  hwuelf)  Stay— what  are  they  all  about  ? 
{Looking  round.)  Watching  me  with  interest !  —  good  ! — 
they  believe  it  yet !  The  Prince  of  Orange  am  I  ? — the 
Prince  of  Orange  I'll  remain,  then  ;  for  if  I  undeceive 
them,  I  am  indeed  a  Dutchman  ! — ^but  how  to  get  away  ? — I 
must  make  a  confidant  of  uncle  Biggs — he'll  laugh  at  me,  but 
better  one  should  than  all  of  them.  (CalUng.)  Uncle, 
(BiOGS  comes  to  him,)  here  has  been  a  slight  mistake, — I  am 
not  the  person  for  whom  this  was  intended. 

BiOGS.  Not  the  person,  Oliver?  What  do  you  mean  ?  I 
say  you  are, 

San.  Poor  dear  little  Biggs,  you*re  as  mad  as  thQ  rest. 

Bioos.  Go  along  with  your  nonsense  about  madness. 
(Taking  otU letter.)     Do  you  think  I  can't  read  ? 

San.  What's  that? 

BiGOS.  Why,  the  letter  which  I  got  just  now  at  the  Post- 
office  about  your  godfather  and  the  legacy.  I  offered  it  to 
you,  but  you  said  you  knew  all  about  it,  and  wouldn't  con- 
descend to  read  it. 

San.  Give  it  me.  (Snatching  it  eagerfy^^eads.)  **  Dear 
Unde  Biggs, — Brother  Oliver's  godfather — old  Mr.  Pipps, 
the  orange  merchant — 18  dead  at  last,  and  has  left  Oliver  a 
hundred  and  fitly  pounds  a  year.  I  write  the  news  to  you, 
in  order  that  if  Oliver  should  be  asleep  when  the  letter  arrives, 
you  may  wake  him  and  tell  him  of  lus  good  fortune. — Your 
affectionate  nephew.  Jambs  Sanguine."  Asleep  when  the 
letter  arrives — the  satirical  rogue ! 

Biggs. I  hope  you're  satisfied  now. 

San.  Upon  my  life  I'm  better  satisfied  than  I  was,  I  can 
assure  you.  Poor,  dear  Pipps!  What  an  excellent  god* 
father  that  man  has  made  me.   (^nde.)  One  hundred  and 
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fiAy  pounds  a-year !  Why,  he  was  the  very  prince  of  orange- 
merchants.  Aha !  What  did  I  say  ?  <  the  prince  of  orange- 
merchants,'  and  /  the  Prince  of  Orange !  There's  a  coinci- 
dences—I suppose  Fm  to  be  told  there's  nothing  in  that. 

BiQGS.  You  seem  quite  overpowered  with  your  good  luck. 

San.  I  am  indeed.  I  always  knew  that  old  Pipps  taid 
he  would  leave  me  an  independence ;  but  I  never  dreamt  of 
his  dcung  it.    Let  all  approach. 

(TAey  ail  come  down  on  one  side  of  the  rtage  tu  Sallt 
re-enters  ai  fotding-doors,  followed  by  Boots,  oarrying 
Sanguine's  boots^  shining  brightly.  Sallt  kneels ; 
all  the  household  do  the  same^  except  Boots.) 

Sal.  Boots  with  your  greatnese's  boots. 

San.  Rise,  good  people — (they  rise) — and  utter  no  names. 
Say  "  sir" — It  is  my  present  wish  to  leave  this  town  without 
its  being  known  who  I  really  am.  (They  all  bow.)  When  you 
see  me  here  again,  I  give  you  free  leave  to  mention  it.  (  They 
bow  again.)  Boots,  do  your  duty.  {He  sits  down :  Boots 
hands  Mm  boots  and  boot-hooks,  and  he  puis  them  on,  first  taking 
a  sly  peep  in  the  inside,  and  suppressing  his  lauglUer,)  Mr. 
Porridge ! 

PoR.  Sir? 

San.  Is  there  any  coach  to  Newport  this  evening? 

PoR.  There  is  one  at  the  door  now,  your— sir. 

San.  Stop  it,  and  book  me  two  inside  places. 

PoR.  (Aside  to  him.)  Permit  me — a  chaise-and-four  shall 
be  round  in  five  minutes. 

San.  (Raising  his  voice.)  Book  me  two  inside  places,  I 
say  ;  and  don't  let  me  ride  with  my  back  to  the  horses,  for 
I  shall  be  sure  to  be  poorly  if  I  do. 

(PoRRiOGB  bows  and  makes  sign  to  fVaiter,  who  goes  off 
at  folding  door.) 
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BiOGS.  Don't  let  us  go  back  to-night^  Oliver. 

San.  (Siemh^,)  Uncle ! 

Bi»6s.  (Bowing.)  Oh,  I  beg  pardon.  You're  a  great  man 
now,  and  I  suppoee  I  have  only  to  obey. 

San.  Porridge,  let  Mr.  P.  Porridge  and  Miss  Sally  be 
married  before  my  return. 

PoR.  They  shaU,  sir. 

San.  (Aside,)  If  they're  not,  they'll  stand  but  a  poor 
chance.     {AUmd,)  And  mind  you  make  them  a  good  father. 

PoR.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Mrs.  Porridge ! 

Mrs.  p.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Make  them  a  good  mother. 

Mrs.  p.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Peter! 

Pet.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Make  Sally  a  good  husband. 

Pbt.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Sally! 

Sal.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Make  Peter  a  good  wife. 

Sal.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  And  d'ye  hear? 

Sal.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Kyou  have  any  children,  make  them  good  also. 

Sal.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Waiters! 

WArr.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Be  good  waiters. 

Wait.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Uncle! 

Biggs.  (Aside.)  I  suppose  I  must  humour  the  joke,  though 
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I  don't  understand  it.  (jihud,  and  with  mock  mbmuiion.) 
Yes,  sir. 

San.  Be  a  good  uncle,  and  corae  along  with  me. 

BiGOS.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  (Significantly  to  landlord,)  Landlord,  the  dinner ,  you 
knoMT,  if  paid  for. 

PoR.  Yes,  sir. 

San.  Pay  the  waiters  handsomely. 

Waiters.  {Bowing,)  Thank  you,  sir. 

PoR.  And  the  Boots,  sir? 

San.  No  ; — (taking  money  from  his  pocket) — as  long  as  I 
Rve,  1*11  remember  "  the  Boots"  myself.  (Atide,)  And  now 
I  flatter  myself  no  one — not  even  uncle  Biggs — can  laugh  at 
me — (Aloud J  and  to  the  audience) — unless  you  choose  to  do 
90 ;  and  how  to  prevent  that  Fm  sure  I  don't  know.  Well, 
well,  I  see  how  it  is — the  more  I  talk  the  more  you  laugh, 
and  60  I  had  better  hold  my  tongue.  Laugh — laugh,  by  all 
means,  but  come  here  to  do  it — and  I'll  tell  you  why.  By 
coming  here,  you  make  us  a  good  night,  don't  you  see  ? — 
and,  as  long  as  you  give  us  "  good  nights,"  so  long  will  we, 
in  return,  furnish  you  with  "  Pleasant  Dreams." 


THE   END. 
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SCENE    I. 


A Roamma  Couniiy  Jhtn /'ftre-place in  one  comer,  the  lor  at 

ihe  other. 

(Betty  u  discovered  at  work.) 

Bet,  Heighbo  !-^ull  work  !*-every  body  gone  to  Don- 
caster  racesy  except  my  husband  and  L  WeU,  well,  it  will 
be  our  turn  next  year.  I  shouldn't  mind  if  there  was  any 
biiainest  to  attend  to ;  but,  after  the  bustle  of  the  morning, 
it  does  seem  so  uncommon  lonely.  From  sun-rise  till  near 
eleven  o'clock,  it  was  nothing  but  "  Waiter"—**  Sir" — 
"  Betty"— "  Coming,  ma'am"— **  John  Ostler"— "  Coming, 
Zur"— "  Breakfast  for  three  here"—"  Cold  meat  for  one"— 
"Two  brandy-and-waters"— " One  cold,  without" — "One 
warm,  with"— "Some  broiled  ham  directly" — "Glass  of 
nuQ-and-milk«— «o  nutmeg''— "Make  haste  and  fill  this  tea- 
pot"— and  on  they  went,  bustle,  bustle,  to  one's  heart's 
content;  and  now,  I  suppose,  we  shan't  see  a  strange  face 
till  six  or  seven  o'clock.  (  Yard  bell  rings.) 

Mild.  (ff^Uhout.)  OsUer! 

BfiT,  (Calling.)  Husband ! — John  Ostler !— ^ you  hear  ? 

B 
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John.  (ff^Uhoui.)  Coming!  coming! 

Bet.  (Coming  forward.)  Why,  good  lock  to  us,  but  here  is 
a  customer  sure  enough !  As  mistress  is  out  of  the  way,  I 
must  come  and  receive  him.  (Smoothing  down  her  apron^  and 
arranging  her  cap.)  It  puts  me  in  a  bit  of  a  fluster ;  but  no 
matter  for  that^^t  will  be  good  practice  against  John  and  I 
keep  an  inn  ourselves. 


(Enter  Mildmam  in  a  riding  drta,  L.  1  £.) 

(Cofirtetying,)    Servant,  sir. 

Mild.  (Speaking  offthe$tage,  and  not  ohtertnng  her.)  Now, 
mind  what  I  tell  you — ^you're  to  change  that  sixpence — give 
those  two  boys  three-pence  each,  and  they  are  not  to  tease 
that  poor  old  woman  with  the  donkey  any  more. 

Bet.  (Couries^ng  again.)  Servant,  sir. 

Mild.  Good  morning  to  you,  my  dear — why,  your  house 
seems  almost  deserted. 

Bet.  Quite,  sir ;  at  least,  there's  only  John  and  me  left. 

Mild.  That  is  John,  I  suppose,  who  has  just  taken  my 
horse. 

Bet.  Yes,  sir;  John  Ostler — ^he's  my  husband,  sir,  if  you 
please. 

Mild.  If  I  please ! — to  be  sure  I  do,  my  dear ;  nothing 
could  please  me  better — that  is,  if  you  agree. 

Bet.  La !  sir,  we  agree  like  two  twins.  John's  as  good 
temper'd  a  fellow  as  ever  cleaned  a  horse,  and,  saving  your 
presence,  sir,  though  I  say  it,  I'm  another. 

Mild.  Delightful!  we  shall  be  good  friends  I  see— but 
where  is  every  body  gone  to  ? 

Bet.  Gone ! — ^la !  sir,  why,  where  your're  going  to  be  sure. 

Mild.  Well,  if  you  know  where  I'm  going  to,  you  know 
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more  than  I  do ! — I  ride  from  place  to  place  for  my  amuse- 
ment— ^for  my  health.  I  stop  when  either  my  horse  or  I 
need  rest  or  refreshment,  or  when  I  think  my  presence  and 
assistance  may  he  serviceable  to  others. 

Bet.  (Aside.)  What  an  odd  gentleman ! 

Mild.  Bat  where  did  yon  think  I  was  going  ? 

Bbt.  I  hope  no  offence,  sir,  but  I  thought,  of  course,  you 
were  going  to  Doncaster  races. 

Mild.  My  dear,  I  never  take  o£fence  unless  I  am  well 
assured  it  is  intended ;  and  if  such  were  the  general  rule, 
there  would  be  nmch  less  quarrelling  in  the  world.  I  never 
go  to  horse-races.  (Betty  puis  a  chair  ;  Tie  nts  cfotim.) 

Enter  John,  l.  1  s.,  hearing  the  last  words, 

John.  {Aside^  in  astonishment.)  Never  go  to  horse-races ! 
{Aloud,)  I  ax  pardon,  zur,  but  you  never  can  be  a  York- 
shireman? 

Mild.  I  never  can  noto,  John,  most  assuredly -—it  is  too 
late — I  was  bora  in  London. 

John.  I*  London — well,  but  you've  got  races  close  at 
hand  there — diere*s  Egham,  I  think  they  call  it,  and  Epsom, 
and  such  like — Darby  ben't  Ledger,  we  all  know,  but  still  it's 
arace. 

Bbt.  Bat  don't  you  hear  that  the  gentleman  doesn't  like 
races? 

John.  Stuff,  lass  don't  you  be  trying  to  come  over  me 
with  such  nonsense !  Not  like  a  horse-race,  indeed  ? — no, 
DO,  I'm  far  enough  north  to  know  better  than  that ! 

Mild.  Strange  as  it  may  appear  to  you,  my  worthy  friend, 
it  is  nevertheless  true.     I  object  to  races  in  general. 

John.  Races  in  general,  \£  you  will,  but  that's  nought  to 
do  wi'  Ledger. 
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Miu.  To  Vie  4kejwtt -an  wiMkB. 

John.  Did  yon  ever  see  s  iMDg  stdde  ? 

JMlLD.  I  k0T€U 

John.  PrettytidjiAlmi^  Ae^  Ireefcoii? 

Mild.  Trae. 

John.  And  ibm  jomi've  fot  to  secDlIee^  tint  cne  of  them 
banesdofitdoaBinoch  workiBaTearttil  do  ia  a  week. 

Mild.  True,  again ;  but  wh«iyoa«»  Artigned  «]&  wonk, 
and  wish  to  i«0t,  your  mader  dponol  atick  a  jit/pMirtr  in 
your  aides  io  goad  yon  on. 

John.  And  do  yoa  think  tiieyniBdlliatifitiio  bat  he^ 
them  to  wiA^-^oOf  not  %  bit  ofit! 

Bet.  Don't  speak  so,  Johnj  the  gentleman  will  think  you 
rude. 

Mild.  Not  at  all ! — not  at  all  l-*I  like  people  to  express 
thdr  own  opimons  their  own  way.  Well  finish  this  salject 
another  time ;  but  now^  tell  me,  who  is  the  landlord  of  this 
inn? 

John.  Muster  Brown^  sir. 

Mild.  Is  there  a  kadiady  ? 

Bbt.  a  kndlady?  I  believe  there  is,  indeed!  (Ex- 
changes  nods  and  winks  ttfiA  John.) 

Mild.  They  are  both  iBrom  home^I  suppose.  (John  looks 
across  at  Bsttt  and  i!tu(^Jb— -Bsttt  langks  aUo,)  I  say^  I 
suppose  they  are  both  from  home.  C^Htetf  laugh  more,)  I 
am  not  aware  that  I  have  said  anjrdniig  very  comical,  and, 
as  soon  aa  convenient,  I  should  like  an  aaawer. 

Bet.  {Ckeekit^  her  lau^Uer.)  1  beg  pardon,  sir,  but  we 
can't  help  laughing--<-it'8  a  joke  between  nt.  (7^  tamgh 
again,) 

M&lo.  What  ia  a  joke,  my  good  woman?— where  are  they 
gone  to  ? 
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JOHK.  To  Dcmcasler  luces,  (^They  kutgh  Umderihan  ever,) 

Mild.  Is  AtU  astonidmig  ?  Just  now  you  seemed  to 
think  that  nobody  could  stay  away. 

JoHif  •  Nay,  sir ;  ttf s  not  astdnidiing  that  they  should  go 
torraoesiy  but  that  they  should  go  together. 

Mild.  Why,  don't  I  understand  that  they  are  husband 
and  wife  ? 

JoHK.  That's  it,  sir;  that's  it — to  be  sure  they  may  well 
go  <w/  for  a  day's  pleasure,  for  they  never  gets  one  at  home ! 
Oh !  dear— oh  !  dear-— if  you  did  but  see  how  master  and 
mistress  do  jangle — 

Mild.  (Rising.)  Jangle ! — man  and  wife  jangle ! — ^tbis 
must  be  put  a  stop  to— tell  me  more  about  them. 

Bbt.  I  will,  sir.  You  must  know,  mistress  was  a  widow, 
and  owned  this  inn.  Master  was  a  painter,  and  used  to  paint 
people's  likenesses — but  he  made  them  90  like,  that  all  the 
folks  thought  their  pictures  too  ugly,  and  so  he  couldn't  get 
employed  in  London,  and  was  obliged  to  travel  about  the 
country  to  paint  signs  and  such  like.  About  two  years  ago, 
he  stopped  here — ^painted  mistress  a  new  sign,  and  then 
painted  her  picture.  Mistress  liked  the  picture,  and  master 
liked  the  original — and  so  they  married,  and  if  you  please, 
sir,  (Courtesging,)  he  has  stopped  here  ever  since. 

Mild.  So  fiur,  so  good!  but  {To  John,)  you  say  they 
quarrel — how  is  that  ? 

John.  How  sir?~oh !  all  kinds  o'ways. 

Mild.  I  understand;  but  what  is  the  cause  of  it? 

John.  Everything  that  happens,  sir;  no  matter  what ! — 
they  seem  to  have  forgotten  all  about  "  Love,  honour,  and 
obey,"  and  you  know,  sir,  that's  very  wrong.  Though  1 
stand  here  to  say  it,  they  needn't  be  ashamed  to  take  pattern 

b2 
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)fy  Bern  and  oie^-we  iets  our  hones  capital  together,  don't 
118,  Bets  ?  /  loves  and  honours,  and  lAe,  like  a  good  lass, 
does  both,  and  obet^t  into  the  bargain ! 

Mild.  Excellent !-— excellent !— «but  they  thall  take  pattern 
by  you.  I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  make  them  friends 
•i^^ey're  both  in  fault,  of  couise  ? 

John.  There's  not  much  doubt  about  that,  or,  I  bdieve. 

Mao.  I  BUf^poeed  so;  bat  never  mindy  Ilk  make  tbeii^ 
fiiends,  I  tellyoa. 

Bet.  I  widi  you  could,  sb,  with  all  my  heart !  They  Ve 
never  been  friends  for  half-an-hour  since  last  races  till  this 
morning;  and  they  only  made  it  up  then  because  they  both 
wanted  to  go,  and  there  was  only  one  gig.  Last  year,  they 
quarrelled  on  the  road  and  turned  beck ;  and,  to  tell  you  a 
secret,  John  and  I  have  laid  cme  another  sixpence  that  they'll 
do  the  same  thing  to-day. 

Mild.  I  almoet  wish  they  may,  for  then  I  riiall  be  able  to 
begin  with  them  the  sooneru-you  good  folks  must  assist  me, 
and  I  will  reward  you.  (To  John.)  Look  after  my  horse, 
•p«-and  you  (To  Bbttt,^  shew  me  a  room.  I  shall  stay  here 
till  to-morrow,  and  longer  if  I  find  it  necessary. 

(Bbttt  if  leading  the  voay  to  an  inner  room ;  Mildman 
i$  following,) 

John.  As  they're  all  out,  sir,  shall  I  take  your  boots  and 
spurs  off  before  I  go  ? 

Mild.  My  good  friend,  I  always  find  animals  as  sensible 
of  kind  treatment  as  human  beings — ^frequently  more  «o.  I 
never  ride  with  either  whip  or  spur. 

John.  (Aside.)  It  be  quite  pretty  to  hear  him  talk,  I 
oeclare.     (Ahud,)  What  be  I  to  give  your  horse,  sir? 

Mild.  A  good  cleaning,  a  good  bed,  and  plenty  to  eat  and 
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drink ;  in  diort,  make  my  beast  oomfbrtable,  and  FU  make 
you  80.     (G^om^.) 

John.  He  shall  be  all  right,  sir,  depend  upon  it.  (Going.) 

Mild.  Stay ;  how  many^  hones  are  there  in  the  same 
•taUe  with  him? 

John.  Five,  sir. 

Mild.  Then,  when  you  feed  him,  give  them  all  a  feed 
a-piece,  and  charge  it  to  me — it  worries  and  vexes  the  poor 
things  to  hear  another  horse  eating  when  they  have  got 
Dodnk^.  (EsewfU  Mildhan  and  Bbttt,  r.  1  s.) 

John.  He's  a  very  nice  man,  bat  I  reckon  he's  getten 
cracked  at  head.  {Exit,  l.  1  s.) 


SCENE    IL 

Exterior  of  the  Inn,  kfi  hand;  on  right,  a  Mtabk,  the  door  cf 
uMch  is  open  ;  a  saddle  and  bridle  are  hanging  against  the 
door,  and  John  is  discovered  whistling,  and  cleaning  them,  At 
the  hack,  a  low  wall,  with  gate  in  centre,  leading  to/arm-yard. 
Distant  view  ofDonoaster  race-course  in  the  back  ground. 

John.  If  that  there  gentleman's  horse  was  to  stumble, 
down  he  might  go  for  all  the  help  he'd  get  from  such  a 
bridle  as  this  here.  I  never  see  such  a  bit  o'  nonsense  in  all 
my  life  to  put  in  a  horse's  mouth ;  but  I  suppose  it  be  to 
keep  him  comfortable. 
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(fForking  and  singing.) 

**  For  it's  my  delight 
On  a  ahiny  night. 
In  the  waaon  o'  the  year.** 

There  {feeling  in  his  podcet) :  and  now  for  the  key  of  the 
corn-bin. 

Mild.  (Openktg  tmd looking  wi  o/an  upper  window.)  John 

Ostler ! 

John.  Sir. 

Mild.  There  are  two  cocks  jfighting  in  the  &rm-yard. 
(John  runs  eagerly^  as  if  to  see  them. J  Stay,  part  them — 
there's  a  good  lad.  (John  stoops,  m  if  to  pick  up  a  stone.) 
Don't  do  that — don't  throw  a  stone — ^you  may  hurt  one  of 
them.     (Shuts  window.) 

John.  Part  fighting  cocks !— oh !  I  knowed  he  was  cracked. 
(^Opens  gate,  and  enters  farm-yard,)  (Putting  his  hand  above 
his  eyes,  and  looking  off  the  stage.)  My  old  shoes !  bat  who's 
that  coming  over  the  hill  ? — oh,  capital. 

(Re-enters  hastily,  closing  the  gate  after  him.) 
Betty,  Betty  I   Come  here,  lass — I've  won  my  wager. 

Enter  Betty  hastily,  from  Inn. 
Bet.  What's  the  matter,  John  ? 

John.  Matter?     Have  you  got  such  a  thing  as  sixpence 
about  you  ?     'Cause  you  may  just  hand  it  over. 
Bet.  Why  you  never  mean  to  say — 
John.  Yes,  but  I  do  though — ^you  know  t'old  chaise  with 
the  two  seats — one  so— cmd  t'other  so- 
Bet.  Yes. 

Re-enter  Mildman. 

John.  Hang  me,  if  our  governor  and  his  lady,  as  went  out 
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this  morning^ide  by  side,  ben't  s  jogging  bome  lafbeiMi/,  back 
lo  bttfik.  (JoOK  4aK/&BTTT  are  running  towards  the  gate  to  tee.) 

M&D.  Stay^^U^y— -ooiBe1>ack— -now  Bindn^uit  i  teU  yon — 
kecy  jou  bddi  as  muck  <ni  of  tiie  way  as  you  oan,  aui 
IsftiFe  &eiii  i»  inc.  (Ta  JoBir.)  Go  ytti  ta  your  stable. 
{Jh  BsTTY.)  And  eaaie  ^ou  into  Ihe  house  I  shall  watch 
their  ffoeeediogi, 

(John  gtm  *>  jioi&fe— Mhaman  s-e^aaibflrt  imme,  iendmg 
Bsxvw  iefmre  iim.) 

Mas.  B.  i^^pemkmg  wMtmL)  WtA  j  ^oh  !  I  say— -woh ! 
you  wadi  to  upset  me,  you  brute,  you  do-^you'li  bneak  my 
seek  before  I  get  hoiB^>  3idw« 

(Mm.  «n4  Mss.  Bsowv  appear  wi  a  dMM-sesfed  cAone, 

sitHng  bmok  to  iadb — BlsoWN  4hr0yos  dffwn  $he  mat> 

fBiJ  jumjp9  cff-'^vfeifa  ike  gmte  in  a  pamt&n^^ikmts  it 

le— -tooifo  hmsHlg  U  the  fifmU  ff  the  sUsge^  iaJking  to 

himseif' — tcJces  one  or  two  hasty  turns,  and  then  strides 

wdo  Chouse.) 

Mrs.  B.  (Calling,)  Mr.  Brown — Mr.  Brown.  (Screaming.) 

Mr.  Brown !    Was  ^ere  ever  such  %  brute  ?— to  leare  me 

stuek  up  here^  to  get  out  as  I  can. 

John.  (Who  has  resumed  his  wvrk,  singing,) 

<«  OK  it*«  wy  delight 
Oo  « thinj  nightj 
In  the  tetson  o*  the  yesr." 

(MiLDMAN  re-ajj^pears  at  windoi..) 

Mrs.  B.  John  Ostler — Come  here  this  instant. 

John.  Coming,  Ma'am.     (Going  towards  gate,) 

Mas.  B.  (Mocking    him,)     Coming,  Ma'am.     (Angrily.) 

What  do  you  wait  to  he  told  for? 
John.  Nay,  I  were  behind  door,  and  I  didn't  see  you. 

(Passes  through  gate.) 
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Mrs.  B.  And  you  didn*t  hear  me,  I  suppose  ? 

(JOBTN  htmdi  her  ovi.) 

Mild.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  this  would  be  one  of  the 

toughest  jobs  I  have  had  for  a  long  time.      (^Skuii  window.} 

(Mrs.  B.  and  John  arrive  ai  ikefromi  qfAe  ntagt.) 

Mbs.  B.  Where's  yonr  predous  master  gone?  (Jobn 
poMUs  to  the  houie,)  Ptetty  treatment,  this,  from  a  man  that 
hadn't  a  penny  piece  of  his  own  till  I  married  him.  (John 
9tand$  quite  eiittf  and  Hares,  hiU  makee  no  anewer,)  (/mpa- 
UeniJy.)  Much  as  youVe  seen  of  his  temper,  you'd  hardly 
believe  the  way  in  which  he  has  behaved  to  me  to-day.  {No 
anewer.)  (Getting  mare  tmpoltail.)  We  haynH  been  to  the 
races.  (No  amwer,)  (Going  up  to  hkn,  and  bawling  in  hii 
ear.)  Mr.  John  Ostler,  I'm  speaking  to  you: 

John.  (Putting  hie  hand  to  his  ear,)  Yes,  Ma^am. 

Mrs.  B.  Am't  I  to  have  common  civility  from  anybody 
to-day? 

John.  (^Recovering  himself.)  I  ax,  pardon,  Ma'am,  I'm 
sure. 

Mrs.  B.  Well ;  why  don*t  you  speak  to  me  ? 

John.  (Vierg  civillg,  and  after  a  slight  pause.)  Vm  glad  to 
see  you  home  again.  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  B.  You  wretch — ^you  fiend — ^what  do  you  mean  by 
that  ?  How  dare  you  say  such  a  thing,  when  you  know  I 
didn't  wbh  to  come  ?  Go  back  to  your  work.  (John  is 
going.)  Stay,  come  back;  take  that.  (^Throws  her  cloak  over 
his  head.)  (John  returns  to  his  work.) 

John.     (Singing.) 

**  When  the  ttonaj  winds  do  blow— > 
When  the  stormj  winds  do  blow- 
When  the  stormy 

Mrs.  B.  Hold  your  tongue,  sir.  (Pacing  the  stage,)  Upon 
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my  life  it's  lucky  that  the  races  keep  the  house  clear  of  cus- 
tomers just  now.  — 

(Re-enter  Mildmas, /ram  inn.) 
I  don't  tluuk  I  could  behave  respectfully  to  one  of  the  county 
members.      (Ttmu  hattily  rcvmdy  and  encountert  Mildman.) 

Mild.  Grood  morning  to  you,  landlady. 

Mrs.  B.  {Siruggling  with  her  anger.  Good  ■  mornings 
sir.     (jCkmrtetiet,) 

Mild.  Excuse  the  freedom  of  an  old  man ;  but  you  have 
one  of  the  most  pleasing  countenances  I  ever  saw. 

Mrs.  B.  (  Trying  to  mile.)  Do— you — ^think — so— w  ? 

Mild.  Think  so  ?  I'm  sure  so ;  can  you  look  in  the  glass, 
and  doubt  it? 

Mas.  B.  You're  very  good,  sir — I'm  sure.  (^Atide,)  It's 
quite  a  relief  to  have  a  civil  word  spoken  to  one. 

Mild.  Look  you,  landlady — ^you  are  evidently  too  good- 
natured  to  take  what  I  am  going  to  say  amiss ;  and  there- 
fore, although  it's  generally  imprudent  for  a  stranger  to 
intrude  himself  into  family  matters,  I  shall  be  candid  with 
you.     I  have  just  had  a  few  words  with  your  husband. 

Mrs.  B.  Have  you  ?  I  have  just  had  a  great  many  words 
with  him. 

Mild.  Well,  well ;  I  much  fear  that  he  is  not  a  good- 
tempered  man. 

Mrs.  B.  Good  tempered!  Good  tempered!  (^Turning 
round  to  him,  and  with  deliberate  emphoM.J  Sir — if  there  w  a 
bear — ^it's  Brown. 

Mild.  I  feared  so — what  a  life  he  must  lead  you. 

Mrs.  B.  Sir,  you're  a  man  of  penetration — I'm  a  misera- 
ble woman. 

Mild.  Hope  for  the  best — something  must  be  done  to 
bring  him  to  reason. 
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MBa.  B.  Noihiiig,  sir^-oothiog  can  be  done— he  hae  tbe 
only  sort  of  bad  temper  for  which  there's*  no  cure.  (j4ksfr4fy.y 
If  he  were  hasty^^  I  could  forgive  him  that.  (More  €mgrUy.) 
IC  he  were,  gassiooate,  I  could  fbigve  ham;  that 

Mild.  Considerate creatoe! 

Mrs.  B.  Nay,  sir^  he  might  raise  his  voice— he  might 
grind  his  teeth-p*he  mig^  tear  hia  hair— he  might  staoqj  his 
feet — {Stamjnng  her  ouon) — ^AU  this  I  could  find  an  excuse 
fi)r — ^for  human  natuze  is  weak  ^  but^  sii^.he  la  a  sulky  man. 

Mild.  O  dear!  O  deacl.  that'a  very  bad^^we  must 
mend  him. 

Mrs.  B.  Mend  him.?  Tou  might  as  well  try  ta  mend 
broken  glass. 

Mild..  I  huve  known  ihat  done  with  care  and  patieaoe*  If 
you  were  a  passionate  womany  I  confess  I  should  despair  oC 
success ;  but  wheal  find  you  so  ready  to  make  all  reasonable 
allowance — Well,,  well — be  guided  by  me,  and  we'll  see 
what  can  be  done — ^you  would  be  glad  to  be  on  good  terms 
with  him,  I  suppose  ? 

Mrs,  B.  You  may  judge  of  that,  sir,  when  I  tell  you  that 
I  have  lately  had  strong  thoughts  of  killing  myself  to  get  out 
of  his  way. 

Mild.  Fie,  fie — don't  talk  of  such  things — ^he  is  your 
husband,  and  you  have  promised  to  love — to  honour-*4Uid  to 
obey  him.  Now  let  us  see. —  how  stands  your  account? 
You  honour  him  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Who's  to  honour  a  man  with  such  a.  temper  as 
that? 

MUtO.  You  obey  him  ? 

Mrs.  B.  (Sighing.)  Ah !  that  I  am  forced  to  do. 

Mild.  You  bve  him.. 


KILL    OR    CURE.  13 

Mrs.  B.  (SAarjA,.)  That  I  don't. 

Mild.  Gently,  gently,  or  I  shall  begin  to  think  you  hasty. 
U^rten  to  me,  and  you  will  fiad  that  I  know  your  history— 
About  two  years  mnce  he  came  to  your  house . 

liRS.  B.  And  an  unlucky  day  it  was  for  me '. 

Mild.  Be  patient—he  was  poor  and  friendless — you  pitied 
and  employed  him. 

Mrs.  B.  I  did. 

Mild.  It  was  a  good  act— he  waa  grateful — You  became 
friends,  and  married  ? 

Mrs.  B.  (^Sojiened.)  Ah ! 

Mild.  At  thai  time  you  loved  him ! 

Mrs.  B.  I  did  indeed ! 

Milq,  And  you  do  so  still?  {Talcing  her  hand.)  N^,  I'm 
sure  you  do!  (Pointing  to  hia  heart.)  It's  all  right  here 
with  you  both.  (Mrs.  B.  appeari  moved.)  Come — come, 
put  yourself  into  my  hands,  do  as  1  tell  yon,  and  never  fear 
but  I'll  leave  you  happier  than  I  found  you ! 

Mrs.  B.  Kind  words,  air,  go  a  great  way ;  I'll  do  any- 
thing you  desire. 

Mild.  Good,  good!— then  let  iis  at  once  about  it.  Go  to 
your  husband — speak  to  him  in  the  voice  in  which  you 
spoke  to  him  two  years  ago ;  remember  your  own  saying — 
"  kind  words  go  a  great  way."  1  will  be  near  at  hand  to  watch 
the  result,  and  to  assist  you  !     Come— come  ! 

Mrs.  B.  I'll  try,  sir,  I'm  sure ;  but  you  don't  know  how 

provoking  he  is — you  don't  indeed,  air.     He  is  the  moat 

troublesome — the  most  provoking — the  most  aggravating— 

( ExtvHl  Uyelher  lo  hrnuf,  talking  all  the  uai/  ) 
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SCENE  III. 

Interior  of  the  Inn^  as  Scene  I. ;  a  table  is  put  on,  L.H ,  on 

which  are  tea-things  ;  two  chairs. 

Enter  Brown,  r.  1  b.  /  ^  takes  a  chair,  which  he  drags  tulkily 
along  the  floor  to  the  centre  of  the  stage,  and  seats  himself 
in  it, 

Bro.  It*8  a  pleasant  thing  to  have  a  wife  with  such  a 
temper — I  say  it's  agreeable— I  say  it's  particularly  agree- 
able ;  and  how  to  break  her  of  it,  /  don't  know.  She's  a 
good-looking  woman ;  indeed,  when  I  married  her^  I  thought 
her  remarkably  good-looking — remarkablg;  but  she  gives 
way  to  these  fits  of  passion  till  she  makes  herself  positively 
ugly — ugli/,  I  shall  never  see  that  race  if  I  attempt  to  go 
witli  her — never  /  This  is  the  second  year  that  we  have 
quarrelled  on  the  road,  and  I've  been  obliged  to  turn  back ; 
but  I'll  give  her  a  lesson  to-day  that  shall  last  her  for  one 
while  I  ril  pamt  her  picture  as  she  looks  when  she's  in  one 
of  her  passions,  and  shew  it  her  every  time  she  speaks ! 

(Goes  to  side;  brings  on  easel,  on  which  is  canvas  for  a 
portrait;  takes  pallet,  sits  down,  and  begins  painting. 
As  he  does  this  Mrs.  Brown  looks  in,  l.  1  e.,  and 
then  enters  cautiously  ) 

Mrs.  B.  {Aside.)  Tbere  he  is,  and  with  that  sulky  look 
still  upon  bis  face  ! 

Bro.  (Aside.)  'rtiere  ^jIio  is,  and  still  in  a  sweet  temper,  I 
warrant ! 

Mild.  {^Aside,  appearing  at  the  bar,)  There  they  are  ;  ami 
now  to  s«ec  where  my  assit^tanc©  is  most  wanted. 
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Mrs.  B.  (/h  a  coaxing  voice,)  Brown,  dear  ! 

Bro.  (Ande,)  What's  she  about  now  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Brown,  dear  ! 

Bro.  (Mocking  her.)  Brown,  dear! — what  does  all  this 
mean? 

Mrs.  B.  Are  you  angry  with  me  still,  Mr.  Brown  ? 

Bro.  Am't  you  angry  with  yourself,  Mrs.  Brown  ?  Come, 
come, — this  cameying  system  wont  do  with  me,  I  can  tell 
you !  I  know  what  you  want — you're  sorry  you  have 
missed  the  race,  and  you  want  to  go  back  ;  but  it  wont  do — 
it's  too  late — it's  not  to  be  done, — and  Fm  not  to  be  done, 
Mrs.  Brown ! 

Mrs.  B.  I  don't  mind  about  the  race,  dear — I  don't  in- 
deed ;  but  I'm  sorry  I  was  out  of  temper,  and  I'm  come  to 
say  so.  (Aside.)  It's  precious  hard  work,  but  I  promised, 
and  rU  do  it ! 

Mild.  (Aside)  Excellent— excellent !  —  She  keeps  her 
word! 

Mrs.  B.  (A  little  impatient,)  I  say  I'm  sorry  I  was  out  of 
temper,  (checking  herself  as  he  looks  at  her,)  and  I  came  to 
say  so ! 

Bro.  Look  you,  Mrs.  Brown,  I  don't  exactly  understand 
what  this  new  tone  of  your' s  means — means,  Mrs.  Brown  ;  but 
this  I  know,  you  have  been  making  a  fool  of  yourself,  and 
I  suspect — suspect — that  you  want  to  make  a  fool  of  me  ! 

Mrs.  B.  (Impatiently.)  I  want  no  such  thing! 

Bro.  Ah! 

Mrs.  B.  (In  a  subdued  tone.)  I  don't  want  any  such  thing 
— upon  my  word  I  don't — I  only  want  to  be  friends  with 
you.  Come — hang  the  races — let  us  shake  hands  and  make 
it  up !     (Holding  out  her  hand*) 
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Bro.  (Laifing  down  hU pallet^  Tttiny^  and  coming  forward,) 
Do  you  remember  the  last  time  we  made  it  up^  and  shook 
hands  ?    It's  not  long  ago ! 

Mrs.  B.  I  know — ^it  was  this  morning ;  bat  don't  let  us 
look  back — that's  some  hours  i^o— and  I'm  wiser  now ! 
Come,  don't  bear  malice ! 

(Brown,  who  was  juii  going  to  take  her  haindf  wiA- 
drawihit.) 

Bro.  Malice,  my  dear !— take  care  what  yoa  say.  If  you 
really  wish  to  make  it  up,  you  should  be  carefbl  not  to  use 
such  expressions  as  that — as  thai,  Mrs.  Brown ! 

Mrs.  B.  I  meant  no  ofifence ;  and  (courteiying)  1  beg 
your  pardon,  my  dear.  Will  that  do  for  you  ?  (HoUSng 
out  her  hand.) 

Bro.  (Taking  her  hand.)  Well — well;  now  you're  rea- 
sonable, and  rU  shake  hands  with  you  with  pleasure. 

Mrs.  B.  (Delighted.)  With  pleasure  do  you  say  ? 

Bro.  With  pleasure  !  (TTieg  shake  hands  heartily,) 

Mild.  (Aside,  coming  out  of  the  bar,)  Bravo  !  bravo !  but 
no — (returning) — ^it  would  be  cruel  to  interrupt  them  when 
they're  so  happy ! 

Bro.  (In  great  good  humour,)  I  say,  dear ! 

Mrs.  B.  What,  love  ? 

Bro.  And  so  you  really  thought  I  was  out  of  humour 
with  you,  did  you  ? 

Mrs.  B.  Upon  my  life  it  looked  very  like  it! 

Bro.  Bless  your  heart,  it  was  all  put  on — -put  on, 

Mrs.  B.  No  ! 

Bro.  Yes; — I  was  sorry  to  leave  jou  to  get  out  of  the 
chaise  by  yourself— twy  sorry.  You  didn't  hurt  yourself, 
I  hope? 
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Mrs.  B.  Not  a  bit — not  a  bit;  but  it's  a  pity  we  diOn't 
think  of  making  it  up  OD  the  road,  isn't  it  ? — because  then  we 
might  have  seen  the  race  ! 

Bro.  That  can't  be  helped  now,  my  dear ; — another  time 
you'll  know  better ! 

Mrs.  B.  Yes,  love; — another  time  we  shall  hoth  know 
better! 

Bro.  (SuOtify.)  What  do  you  mean  by  bolk,  Mrs.  Brown? 
—bolh/ 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  we  were  bolh  in  the  wrong,  you  know! 

Bro,  (^Angrily^  No  such  thing ! — you  were  in  the  wrong;, 
and  you  only!  {Vehemently.)  If  there's  one  thing  on  earth 
that  provokes  me  more  than  another,  it's  a  stupid,  foolish, 
meddling  woman  taking  hold  of  the  reins  when  I'm  driving ! 

Mrs.  B.  {In  a  great  paiiion.)  If  1  hadn't  done  so  we 
should  have  been  overturned  ! — I  say  we  should  have  been 
overturned — overturned ! 

Bro,  My  love,  you're  forgetting  yourself  already ! 
{Louder.)  My  love!  {Bawling.)  My  love! — I  say  you're 
forgetting  yourself! 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  nonsense  forgetting ! — it's  impossible  to  agree 
with  such  a  man  as  you  are ! — you  put  yourself  out  of 
temper  about  the  least  thing  !  Vou  were  not  bred  a  coach- 
man, and  what  does  it  signify,  supposing  you  can't  drive  ? 

Bro.  Drive  ! — drive .' 

Mrs.  B.  Yes,  drive ! — if  I  had  said  you  couldn't  paint, 
now  there  might  have  been  some  excuse  for  you ! 

Bro,  I  expect  you'll  say  that  next ! 

Mrs.  B,  1  shouldn't  bo  surprised  if  I  did ! 

Bro.  Very  well,  ma'am,  very  well; — you'd  better — 
hetter— 

c  2 
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Mrs.  B.  Since  you  provoke  me,  I  will !  (^fFalking  mp  to 
him.)  You  can't  paint ! 

Bro.  Can^t ! — can't !  (Runt  to  the  eatel and fei4Aet  portrait) 
Look  here — ^look  here — and  see  yourself  in  all  your  de- 
formity of  temper !  (Shewt  picture  ;  Mrs.  B.  tcreanu.)  Now, 
mindy  Til  make  a  copy  of  this  for  eveiy  room  in  the  house ! 
(She  waUcM  hastily  hackwardt  and  forwards^  followed  by  Brown 
with  the  picture.) 

Mrs.  B.  Monster ! 

Bro.  And  more ! — listen  to  me ! — ^I'U  put  one  of  them  up 
before  your  own  house,  instead  of  the  sign  that's  there  now, 
and  write  under  it — ^l^e  Belle  Savage — 7%e  Belle  Socage  ! 

Mrs.  B.  Do,  sir,  do;  but  you  shall  be  disappdnted  of 
your  triumph  somehow — I'll  do  something  desperate !  (Very 
spitefully.)  I  don't  know  that  I  wont  become  good-tempered 
on  purpose  to  vex  you  I 

Bro.  Egad !  1  should  like  to  catch  you  at  it ! 

Mrs.  B.  Then  I  wont  do  that — Fll  leave  the  room — I'll 
leave  the  house ! — if  you  attempt  to  follow  me — 

Bro.  O,  don*t  be  alarmed! 

Mrs.  B.  Now  I  know  what  I'll  do  ! 

Bro.  Do  you  ? 

Mrs.  B.  I  do  ! 

Bro.  Well,  I  don't  want  to  know,  so  don't  tell  me. 

Mrs.  B.  I  shall  I 

Bro.  (Bawling  at  her.)  \Vell,*(fo  then  I 

Mrs.  B.  I  shan't !  (Exity  l.  1  e.) 

(Brown  puts  hack  the  picture,  and  walks  hastily  up  and 
down  tlie  stage.) 

Mild.  (Coming  forward.)  Mr.  Brown. 


KILL    OR    CURE.  19 

Bro.  Sir  I 

MiLi>.  I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Brown,  to  be  obliged  to  be  ft  witness 
to  these  little  family  difTerences ;  but  if  you  will  allow  me,  1 
think  I  c&D  put  a  stop  to  them — I  think  1  can  persuade  Mrs. 
Brown  to — • 

Bbo.  Sir,  when  the  nind  blows  a  hurricane,  can  you  per- 
suade the  sea  to  be  calm  ?  If  not,  you  may  despair  of  pro- 
ducing any  effect  upon  Mrs.  Brown  ;  if  you  can,  alt  I  have 
to  say  is,  that  you're  a  conjurer,  sir^-a  coR;'urer— though 
you  don't  look  like  one '. 

Mild.  Be  it  so,  if  you  will)  I  desire  no  better  than  to  be 
allowed  to  give  you  a  proof  of  my  art.  in  the  first  place,  it 
appears  to  me  that  Mrs.  Brown  has  a  very  bad  temper — 

Bro.  You  don't  call  that  a  proof  of  your  art — do  you? 

Mild.  No,  no, — perhaps  not ;  but  I'm  going  on.  1  think 
that  you  are  not  a  bad-tempered  man,  though  I  know  that 
Mrs.  Brown  doesn't  agree  with  me ! 

Bbo.  Sir,  she  never  agrees  with  anybody  ! 

Mild.  O,  but  she  wiil,  never  fear.  I  repeat,  that  I  don't 
consider  you  a  bad-tempered  man ! 

Bbo.  (Sojlened.)  Sir,  you're  very  kind  ;  I  am  accustomed 
to  far  different  language  in  this  house ;  but,  though  I  say  it, 
I  flatter  myself  there  are  worse  ! 

Mild.  This  infirmity  of  Mrs.  Brown's  must  make  you 
very  unhappy. 

Bbo.  Unhappy ! — hear  me,  sir!  Life's  a  burthen  to  me, 
and  I'm  an  ass  to  bear  it ! 

Mild.  Still  you  would  be  sorry  to  drive  her  to  ex- 
tremities ? 

Bbo.  If  I  did,  she'd  scne  me  as  she  did  this  morning,  and 
make  me  drive  her  back. 
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Mild.  I  think  I  can  induce  her  to  keep  her  temper ! 

Bro.  I*d  rather  you  would  induce  her  to  get  rid  of  it ! 

Mild.  Well,  well, — I'll  try  it  that  way;  but  you  must 
assist  me.  Bad  temper  is  as  great  an  affliction  as  bad  health, 
and  those  who  are  fortunate  enough  to  escape  should  be 
tender  towards  those  who  labour  under  either.  Ccme,  you 
must  commission  me  to  intercede  ;«^I  shall  tell  her  that 
you— 

Bro.  Tell  her  nothing  from  me,  sir,  if  yon  please ;  she 
has  had  her  last  chance — she  has  chosen  to  throw  it  away, 
and  now  I  have  done  with  her  for  ever-^/or  ever  ! 

w 

Mild.  (fFiih  dignUy.)  You  may  be  nearer  the  truth,  Mr. 
Brown,  than  you  either  imagine  or  intend.  You  heard  what 
she  said  upob  leaving  you  ? 

Bro.  What,  about  poisoning  herself?  O,  yes,  I  heard 
that,  and  I  have  heard  it  about  fifty  times  before ! 

Mild.  You  may  hear  it  once  too  oflen,  my  good  friend ; 
the  wolf  may  come  at  last ! 

Bro.  Not  the  wolf  that  is  to  cany  off  my  lamb,  sir. 

Mild.  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that ; — her  manner  was  wild 
and  desperate ; — I  shall  follow  her.     (Going,) 

Bro.  (Going,)  Do,  sir,  do,  by  all  means ;  and  hark,  you, 
sir. 

Mild.  Well! 

Bro.  Be  good  enough  to  make  my  compliments  to  her, 
and  tell  her  that  there  are  several  excellent  poisons,  but  that 
the  most  fashionable  one  at  present  is  prussic  acid — prussic 
acid.  (Exit  R.  1  B.) 

Mild.  Til  manage  you  both  yet,  for  all  that. 

(Exit  L.  1  B.) 
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Enter  JOHN,  R.  1  E.,  and  Betty /rom  the  bar. 

John.  Well,  Betty,  lass,  how  do  stranger  get  on  with  his 
work? 

Bet.  In  the  first  place,  master  and  mistress  have  made  it 
up. 

John.  You  astonish  me ! 

Bet.  Yes ;  but  they  have  quarrelled  again ! 

John.  Ah,  there  you  don't  astonish  me ! 

Bet.  Strange  gentleman  seems  quite  at  a  non-plush. 

John.  I  shouldn't  wonder ;  he  don't  seem  much  of  a 
betting  man ;  but  I  wouldn't  mind  holding  him  seven  to  five 
that  I'd  break  three  colts  afore  he  tames  missus ! 

Bet.  And  you'd  win,  John. 

John.  Well,  I  think  I  should.  What  are  they  all  at  now  ? 
I  met  the  master,  by-the-bye,  as  I  comed  in.  He  seems  in 
a  woundy  bad  humour. 

Bet.  Mistress  is  in  a  worse.    What  do  you  think,  John  ? 

John.  Nay,  I  don't  think,  I'm  sure. 

Bet.  Well,  then,  she's  going  to  kill  herself. 

John.  O,  stufi*. 

Bet.  Stuff,  yes,  doctor's  stuff;  she  has  put  her  bonnet  on, 
and  gone  there.  (Tenderly)  John  ! 

John.  What  say,  lass? 

Bet.  How  long  have  we  been  married  ? 

John.  How  long! — a  twelvemonth  next  grass.  But  I 
say,  wife. 

Bet.  Well. 

John.  (^Holding  out  his  hand.)  You've  forgotten  that  there 
little  sixpence  1 

Bet.  O,  I  shan't  pay  you  that  now — I  can't  afford  it. 
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(TuLking  a  tmall  screw  box  from  her  pocket.)  See  here — ^I've 
been  looking  in  my  money-box,  and  I  have  only  got  eighteen 
pence  left. 

John.  I  don't  care  for  that ;  if  it  be  the  last  azpenoe 
you've  got  in  the  world  you  pay  your  beta  like  a  man ! 

Bet.  But  only  think,  John. 

John.  Now,  stop  a  hit ;  I  wont  have  any  ahaflling  about 
that,  and  so  I  tell  you.    Yon  remember  my  old  dad  ? 

Bet.  Yes. 

John.  Well,  he  was  as  honest  a  Yoricshireman  as  ever 
put  leg  across  horse ;  and,  when  he  found  be  was  gomg  to 
die,  he  called  me  to  him,  «nd  he  says — **  John,**  says  he, 
<<  go  to  church  once  every  Sunday,  and  when  yon  lose, 
pay." 

Bet.  And  yet  I  have  known  both  him  and  you  sell  horses 
for  forty  and  fifty  pounds  that  you  knew  weren't  worth 
twenty. 

John.  That's  quite  another  matter.  If  a  roan  don't  know 
Ills  way  about  a  horse,  he  must  pay  for  his  laming ;  so  come, 
lass,  come,  hand  over. 

Bet.  (Giving  him  the  sixpence,)  Well,  there  it  is. 

John.  That's  a  good  chap;  and  now  give  us  a  buss. 
(Kisses  her,) 

Enter  Mildman,  l.  1  e. 

Mild.  Charming  —  charming ;  here's  a  lesson  for  the 
master  and  mistress ! 

John.  (Confused.)  I  ax  pardon,  sir,  Tm  sure  I  didn't 
know  as  we'd  got  company. 

Mild.  No  apology — no  apology,  my  good  friend  ;  it  does 
my  heart  good  to  see  you.  (Taking  Betty's  hand  warmly.) 
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We'll  have  some  more  kissing  in  the  house  before  I've  done 
with  you. 

John.  (Taking  her  handy  and  putting  her  on  the  other  side  of 
him.)  Which  way's  that,  sir  ? 

Mild.  (Ixnighing,)  O,  don't  be  alarmed  at  me — I  mean 
the  kissing  to  be  between  your  master  and  mistress. 

John.  I  reckon  you'd  better  not  tie  their  heads  too  close 
together,  sir,  for  fear  they  should  bite. 

Mild.  I'll  take  care. 

John.  Well,  sir,  we  can  cure  hams  and  tongues  ourselves, 
and  we've  gotten  one  man  at  village  as  can  cure  smoky 
chimneys ;  but  if  you  can  cure  scolding  wives,  all  I  can  say 
is,  you  may  soon  make  a  fortune  in  these  parts. 

Mild.  Thank  you,  friend, — thank  you.  (To  Betty.) 
Your  mistress  is  gone  out  I  find. 

Bet.  Yes,  sir,  to  the  doctor's — I  saw  her  go  in  myself! 

Mild.  Here  she  comes — quit  the  room  quickly,  and  leave 
her  to  me ;  but  be  at  hand  both  of  you. 

(Exeunt  Betty  and  John,  r.  1  e.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Brown,    l.   1   e.  ;    seeing  Mildman  she  walks 
hastily  across  the  stage,  and  endeavours  to  avoid  him. 

Mild.  Mrs.  Brown. 

Mrs.  B.  {Turning  round.)  Sir! 

Mild.  You  have  been  out? 

Mrs.  B.  No,  sir — yes,  sir. 

Mild.  To  the  chemist's  ? 

Mr.s.  B.  Y — yes,  sir. 

Mild.  What  have  you  boiighi '" 

Mrs.  B.  N — nothing,  sir. 
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Mild.  Then  I  must  tell  you. — You  have  bought  poison  I — 
produce  it ! 

Mrs.  B.  (Taking  a  boUk/rmn  her  podcei.)  Here  it  is» 
sir! 

Mild.  (TakkuffU.)  For  whom  was  this  intended? 

Mrs.  B.  For — for  the  rats^  sir !. . 

Mild.  A  two-legged  rat,  I  fear! — ^for  shame — (or  shame! 
(Mrs.  B.  crter.)  But,  come,  you  only  meant  it  as  a  joke — 
you  want  to  frighten  Mr.  Brown  into  good  humour  by  pre- 
tending to  kill  yourself! 

Mrs.  B.  .  (SUtt  crying^  and  couriea^it^,)  I  don't  want  to 
kill  myself,  sir,  if  it  can  be  done  without. 

Mild.  Of  course  you  don't !  Now,  then^  I'll  tell  you  what 
to  do:  go  to  your  husband — ^if  be  is  in  a  good  humour, 
which  I  doubt,  well — ^if  not,  you  must  pretend  to  be  in  a 
passion— 1  say  pretend — you  can — you  know  you  can,  for 
I've  seen  you ;  and  then  pretend  that  you  are  going  to  swal- 
low the  contents  of  this  bottle — I  say  again,  pretend  !  He 
will  be  alarmed — he  will  snatch  it  from  you,  and  finding  what 
it  really  is,  it  will  serve  him  as  a  warning,  and  you  will  live 
happily  together  for  the  future ! 

Mrs.  B.  (Jojjfully,)  If  it  should  turn  out  so,  sir,  I  shall 
never  know  how  to  thank  you.  (^Going,  r.  1  e.) 

Mild.  (Playfully,)  Mrs.  Brown,  you  have  forgotten  your 
medicine.  (^Gives  her  the  bottle.)  Now  do  strictly  as  I  tell 
you,  and  fear  not  the  result.  (Mrs.  B.  u  going,)  Stay — he's 
coining  this  way — I  must  leave  you — mijid^  I  depend  upon 
you.  {Exit  to  bar.) 

Enter  Brown,  R.  1  e.  ,•    he  walks  to  the  centre  of  the  stage 

without  seeing  his  wife, 

Bro.  So,  I  don't  hear  anything  more  of  the   poisoning 
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buaness — Fm  afraid  the  fit  is  gone  off.  What  a  silly  old 
gentleman  that  customer  of  our's  is  to  be  taken  in  with  her 
empty  threats ;  he  certainly  is  the  best  natured  meddler  I 
ever  met  with ;  but  he  doesn't  know  the  lady  qaite  so  well 
as  I  do.  Poison  herselff  forsooth — ha !  ha !  ha ! — ^poison — 
poiion  / 

Mrs.  B.  (Sokmnkf.)  Mr.  Brown. 
Bbo.  (Siarting.)  Mrs.  Ditto. 
Mrs.  B.  Are  you  in  a  better  humour  ? 
Bro.  Better  than  you  are  at  all  events. 
Mrs.  B.  And  still  bad  ? 

Bro.  I  hope  so,  or  else  I  should  be  no  husband  for  you  ! 
Mrs.  B.  (AMe,)  Then  I  know  my  cue.  (Aioudy  and  ad^ 
tandng,)  Look  you^  Mr.  Brown,  you  soon  sluiU  be  no  hus- 
band to  me  ! — look  at  this  bottle. 
Bro.  I  see  it — it's  a  pint  bottle. 
Mrs.  B.  It  contains  a  deadly  drug ! 
Bro.  Then  I  should  think  a  smaller  one  would  do ! 
Mrs.  B.  No  joking,  sir — I'm  going  to  swallow  it ! 
Bro.  What,  the  bottle  ? 
Mrs.  B.  No,  unfeeling  monster,  the  poison ! 
Bro.  But  don't  drink  out  of  the  bottle — allow  me  to  fetch 
^ou  a  tumbler.  {Going  towards  the  bar.) 

Mrs.  B.  (Hastily  getting  between  him  and  it.)  Stay,  sir ;  I 
wont  be  indebted  to  you  even  for  that — I'll  fetch  one 
myself! 

(Goes  to  bar,  and  gets  a  tumbler;  Mildman  appears  and 
gives  her  an  encouraging  sJiakeoftlie  hand.) 
Bro.  (Aside.)  She's  at  her  old  tricks,  but  it  wont  do  with 

roe. 

Mr.s.  B.   (Returning.)  Now,  sir,  look  here.     (Pours  some 

of  it  into  tumbler.) 
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Bro.  Nice  lookiDg  dtoff^  I  dedaie.  I  8aj^>  Mr^  B.^  if  It's 
expensive,  yon  know^yoahad  betternol  tmke  hkM  liiaa  yoa 
actually  waat. 

Mbs.  B.  {Mie.}  Tlie  wietch  don't  Gflbr  to  tetem^l  me, 
—he'd  let  me  take  it,  I  do  believe.  *  (Akmi.)  Iiook  hme, 
sir,  I  say.     (Pourt  oui  mare.) 

Bro.  Don't  spill  it— don't  spH  it;  I  hate  mm ! 

Mrs.  B.  (.^^Mfe.)  What  in  the  woild  am  I  to  d£^  IKMV  ?  1 
can't  put  off  taking  it  any  longer.  Qm  more  tQr  tl  ( Jba4 
eamestfy  and  Arcwmg  hene^  en  mekme.)  JBt^mt^^fmi 
brute,  fiurewell !  As  the  woman  sa^  tfa^  o^ier  Hi^  ai  4ie 
play— <<  Tilt  do  I  drink  to  thee !" 

Bro.  {FAemerUfy,  amdmxingher  Aoiid)  Aaali  woman, 
forbear ! 

Mrs.  B.  {^AsideJ)  So  he's  moved  at  last.  {^Ahud,  and 
getting  up,)     Well,  sir? 

Bro.  I  think  it's  particularly  rude  in  you  not  to  drink  my 
health.     (Laughs,) 

(MiLDMAN  rushes  farwardf  and  rings  hell  fMently.) 

Mild.  Mrs.  Brown  ! — Mrs.  Brown !  you're  wanted. 

(Mrs.  B.  puts  the  tumbler  down  on  the  table.) 

Bro.  There,  you  can't  kill  yourself  just  yet,  you  see, 
you're  wanted.  (j^xiVMrs.  B.,  l.  1 1^,^  followed  by  ^iloiak»,) 
{^Laughing,)  'Pon  my  life,  that  customer  of  our's  is  as  good 
as  a  waiter — he  attends  to  all  the  business  of  the  house. 
(Going  towards  table.)  What  the  deuce  is  this  stuff,  I  won- 
der? {^Taking  up  the  bottle.)  What!  the  chemist's  name, 
and  labelled  <<  Poison  !"  (  Taking  up  the  tumbler  and  smelling 
it.)  This  strange  smell !  It  must  be — it  is,  sure  enough ! 
Why,  she  never  could  really  mean  to — I  don't  know — I 
don't  know — such  things  have  occurred !     What  must  I  do  ? 
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— throw  it  away  ?  No ;  I  know — it  looks  just  like  milk, 
rii  change  it,  and  try  her.  (Runs  to  bar,  puts  away  tumbler  ; 
brings  another  and  pours  milk  into  ity  then  throws  himself  into 
a  chair,  BsTTTy  who  has  observed  him  from  within  the  bar, 
crosses  hastify,  and  exii,  L.  1  e.)  I'm  out  of  breath — she  has 
frightened  me,  I  declare ;  and  yet  she  couldn't  be  serious— 
but  whether  she  was  or  not  I'll  read  her  a  lesson  ! 

{Re-enter  Mrs.  Brown.) 

Now,  ma^am,  you  had  better  finish  the  little  job  you  had  in 
hand. 

Mrs.  B.  (Going  towards  table.)  You  have  moved  this 
tumbler. 

Bro.  Not  I ! — not  I ! — I  wouldn't  touch  it  on  any  ac- 
count—on any  account. 

Mrs.  B.  I  say  you  have ! 

Bro.  Come,  come,  you  shouldn't  put  yourself  in  a  pas- 
sion, when  you  have  such  a  short  time  to  live — there's  your 
tea,  drink  it. 

Mas.  B.  Do  you  desire  me  ? 

Bro.  Certainly  ! — certainly  / 

Mrs.  B.  You  wish  it  ? 

Bro.  I  do. 

Mrs.  B.  Then  I  wont.     {Puts  down  tumbler.) 

Bro,  You  wont  ? 

Mrs.  B.  I  wont. 

Bro.  (Aside.)  Now  for  it!  (Aloud.)  Then,  Mrs.  Brown, 
hear  me,  and  attend  to  me.  ( Goes  to  table  and  takes  up  the 
tumbler.)  There  is  but  one  point  on  which  we  scorn  to 
agree — we  cannot  live  together — thafs  settled, — one  of  us 
must  die — you  wont ;  and,  therefore,  I  will ! 


I— I" 
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Mrs.  B.  (In  great  alarm.)  Mr.  Brown  ^.— Mr.  Brown  ? — 
where  are  you  going  to  ? 

Bro.  {With  tnockdolemnUy.)  To  the  neighbouring  church- 
yard ! 

Mrs.  B.  Oh  !  dear — oh  !  dear — what  are  yougoingto  do  ? 

Bro.  Swallow  this. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  no,  no,  no !— don't,  don't !— -Mr.  Brown, 
my  dear  Brown,  recollect  what  you  are  about ! — ^recollect 
what  good  friends  we  were  once  !  (He  ieenut  about  to  drink; 
she  runs  to  Atm,  and  prevents  him.)  Husband ! — my  dear  hus- 
band !  hear  me  one  moment.  I  was  in  the  wrong! — ^I'm 
always  in  the  wrong! — Vm  wrong  now! — I'll  never  be 
wrong  again !  (Every  time  he  tries  to  drink  she  stops  him^  and 
screams,)  You  can  drive — ^you  can  paint!  Husband, 
(Going  on  lier  knees,)  I'm  frightened  to  death ! 

Bro.  Then  we'll  be  buried  together.  (Drinks,  and  sinks 
into  a  duUr.) 

Mrs.  B.  (Rising  hastily ,  and  ringing  bell.)  Help ! — mur- 
der !  —  help  !  —  John !  —  Betty ! — Mr.  Customer! — ^help ! — 
help !  (Exit,  l.  1  b.) 

Bro.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — but  she's  got  a  dose  this  time,  stronger 
than  the  one  I've  taken ;  I'll  teach  her  to  threaten  me  with 
taking  poison  !  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — but  here  she  comes  again. 
(Puts  his  handkerchief  to  his  face;  kicks,  and  pretends  to  be 
suffering.) 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Bkows,  followed  by  Mildman  and  Betty. 

Mrs.  B.  (Wringing  her  hands.)  This  way — this  way — 
here  he  is !     Oh !  dear — oh !  dear — I'm  a  wretched  woman  ! 

(  They  all  hapten  to  him.) 
Mild.  What  have  you  taken,  miserable  man  ? 
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Bro.  I  don't  know — ask  that  wretched  woman ! 
Mild.   Haven't  you  got  an  emetic  in  the  house  ? 
Bro.  a  what? 

Mrs.  B.  Betty — Betty — run  for  the  medicine  chest! 
Bbt.  John's  gone  over  for  the  doctor;  and  here  he  comes. 

Enter  John. 

John.  It's  all  right,  sir ;  you'll  be  quite  comfortable  di- 
rectly— here  be  Doctor  coming  with  plenty  of  physic  and 
a  stomach-pump. 

Enter  Doctor,  and  two  assistants,  l.  1  e.,  one  of  them  carrying 
a  basin  and  towel — the  other  a  stomach-pump. 

Bro.  (Jumping  up,)  Nonsense  —  stomach-pump !— I'm 
better,  I  tell  you — better — I  don't  want  it. 

(Walks  hastily  up  and  down  the  stage.  Apothecary  by 
his   side--assistants   after   him^^and  everybody  fol- 
lowing,) 
Apoth.  This  relief  is  only  momentary — Mr.  Brown,  be 
adviaed. 

Bro.  I  tell  you  it's  no  such  thing,  sir — get  out,  sir — I 
don't  know  you,  and  I  don't  want  you. 

Apoth.  He  don't  know  me  !  The  fit's  coming  on  again — 
seize  him. 

(They  seize,  and  lift  him  up — he  resists;  at  length,  he 

breaks  from  them,  and  runs  off  the  stage,  R.  1  E., 

everybody   following,     except    Mrs.     Brown     and 

MiLDMAN.   MiLDMAN  laughs  aloud — Mrs.  B.  cries,) 

Mrs.  B.  (Who  has  thrown  herself,  exhausted,  into  a  chair.) 

Oh,  sir,  if  the  doctor  is  but  successful — if  he  recovers  from  this, 

I'll  never  be  in  a  passion  with  him  or  anybody  else  again. 
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Mild.  May  I  depend  on  you  ? 

Mrs.  B.  You  may,  indeed. 

Mild.  Huzza ! — then  I  shall  eflbct  my  olgect  Calm  your- 
self—theie  is  nothing  to  fear.  Betty  was  on  the  watch  for 
me,  and  saw  him  change  the  stuff  while  you  were  away-^t 
was  milk  he  drank. 

Mas.  B,  Oh!  what  a rdief^ril  run  and  tell  the  doctor. 

(fiMy,  R.  H.) 

Mild.  {SioppSng  her.)  No,  no;  you  have  had  your  keson, 
and  he  must  have  his ;  but  mind — never  let  him  learn  that  you 
knew  what  he  had  taken — ^beware  of  ridicnie. 

Mrs.  B.  I  will;  I  wOL 

Brown  re-erUer9,inaJkmnel  dreukygown^pabandufeakf 

leaning  on  the  Apothboary  and  John — ihe  rest 

foUow — they  bring  a  chair  forward^  and  place  him  in  it. 

Mild.  (To  Apoth.)  Well,  ar,  how  is  your  patient  now  ? 

Apoth.  Why,  sir,  he's 

Bro.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  brute ;  it's  no  thanks  to  you 
that  Fm  not  dead.  {To  Mild.)  Fm  very  well,  sir,  but  very 
weak. 

Mild.  (To  Apoth.)  Then,  sir,  I  may  relieve  you  from 
further  attendance — /  can  cure  his  weakness  myself. 

(Apoth.*  dou;;  and  retires,  followed  by  assistants,  L,  1  E.) 
( To  Brown.)  And  see — ^here  is  an  anxious  nurse  for  you. 
(Handing  Mrs.  Brown  to  him.) 

Bro.  (Taking  her  hand.)  Susan ! 

Mrs.  B.  Peter ! 

Bro.  I'm  afraid  we  look  very  ridiculous. 

Mrs.  B.  Never  mind  that ;  let  us  agree  that  it  shall  be  for 
the  last  time. 
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Bro.  With  all  my  heart — ^with  all  my  heart,  {Riting^  and 
shaking  hands  with  her,) 

Mrs.  B.  What  can  we  say  to  this  kind  gentleman  ? 

Mild.  Say  nothing ;  but  be  happy — let  me  see  you  em- 
brace one  another,  and  Fm  content.    (They  embrace,)  John  ! 

John.  Sir. 

Mild.  What  did  I  tell  you  just  now  ? 

John.  What  when  we  were  ? — oh — I  know— Betty, 
lass,  come. 

(They  embrace — Brown  and  Mrs.  B.  seeing  this,  embrace 
again,) 

Mild.  That's  right — that's  right — my  &vourite  toast  is, 
"  Harmony  all  over  the  world." 

Mrs.  B.  (Coaxingly.)  Brown,  dear — there  are  more  races 
to-morrow — shall  we  go  ? 

Bro.  I've  no  objection.  (Leading  her  forward.)  But  we 
must  first  ask  leave  of  our  customers — our  customers,  (  To 
the  house,)  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, — Allow  me  to  call  your 
attention  to  a  short  advertisement  which  I  mean  to  insert  in 
the  papers  :  "  Angel  Hotel,  near  Doncaster. — Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Brown  respectfully  acquaint  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  their 
friends  in  general,  that  they  have  re-opened  the  above 
premises,  where  they  trust,  by  a  studious  attention  to  their 
comforts,  to  merit  a  continuance  of  that  flattering  encourage- 
ment and  support  which  they  have  so  long  been  accustomed 
to  receive  at  their  hands — at  their  hands,"  (Applauding  as  he 
says  it  the  second  time.) 

curtain. 
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Claft.  To  be  sure  not,  sir ;  the  wood  and  paint  carry  it ; 
who  thinks  of  the  pocnr  devils,  who  find  the  words  and  pull 
the  wires  ? 

Wilt.  Yet  why  leave  the  wisdom  of  the  theatre  for  the 
jargon  of  the  puppet-shew  ? 

Claft.  Sir,  I  did  but  follow  the  example  of  my  betters. 
They  vowed  the  playhouse  was'  the  vulgar  produce  of  bar- 
barous times ;  and  so  patronized  Punch  to  display  their  re- 
finement. 

Derb.  But  why  so  closely  observe  me  ? 

Claft.  We're  getting  up  Rinaldo  and  Amndia :  I'm  at 
a  short  notice  to  talk  and  pull  for  the  disconsolate  lover. 

Derb.  Well? 

Claft.  I  intend  to  build  myself  upon  you. 

Derb.  Upon  ray  soul,  I  feel  the  delicacy  of  the  prefer- 
ence. 

Claft.  You  ought ;  'twill  make  you  a  grand  Turk  with 
the  women. 

Wilt.  Then,  you  are  the  established  lover  of  the  pup- 
pets? 

Claft.  My  general  line  is  the  kings  and  queens :  Mr. 
Powel  does  the  quadrupeds  and  common  people.  Talking 
of  kings,  I  have  to  wait  on  'Squire  Nash,  the  king  of  Bath. 
'Tis  past  his  levee  time. 

Derb.  What  takes  you  to  Nash  ?  Has  he  dealings  with 
Punch  ? 

Claft.  Sir,  he  has  written  us  a  new  play. 

Wilt.  Why,  what's  its  purpose  ? 

Claft.  To  brighten  the  dull,  and  make  neat  the  slat- 
ternly. In  short,  sir,  a  cruel  blow  at  the  slovens  of  Bath. 
'Tis  thought  dirty  boots,  morning  caps,  and  white  aprons — 
in  all  which  matters  certain  visitors  greatly  sin^will  never 
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►  their  heads  after  it.  Moreover,  there's  a  aharp 
■dotkI  in  the  play. 

Drrb.  The  mora]  of  Punch  !     Ha!  ha! 

Clapt.  And  who  more  fit  to  preach  a  moral, — seeing. 
thai  Punch  has  in  his  day  filled  the  very  highest  offices ; 
though  now,  indeed,  he  has  taken  to  the  streets,  and,  like 
a  tyrant  in  misrortune,  sells  his  wisdom  for  bread  and  gar- 
lic?    (Exit.) 

Wti.T-  Is  King  Nash  really  the  magnihco  that  rumour 
trumpets  him  ? 

Derb.  He  ia  in  Bath  the  despot  of  the  mode :  the  Nero 
f>f  the  realm  of  skirts ;  the  Tiberius  of  a  silk  stocking. 

Wilt.  And  what  may  be  his  kingship's  origin  and  his- 
tory? 

Dbbb.  'Tis  said,  his  father  was  a  blower  of  glass ;  and 
they  who  best  know  Nash,  see  in  the  son  confirmation  of  the 
legend.  'Tis  certain,  our  monarch  started  in  life  in  a  red 
ctMt ;  changed  it  for  a  templar's  suit  of  black ;  played  and 
elbowed  his  way  up  the  back-stairs  of  fashion  ;  came  to  our 
«Iy< — championed  the  virtue  of  the  wells  against  the  malice 
of  ■  physician ;  drove  the  doctor  irom  his  post;  founded 
the  pump-room  and  assembly -house  ;  mounted  the  throne 
of  eliijuette;  put  on  her  crown  of  peacock  -  pi  umes ;  and 
here  he  tits,  Richard  Nash,  by  the  grace  of  impudence. 
King  of  Baib ! 

Wilt.  And — for  I  have  letters  to  deliver, — what  is  the 
creature's  character  ? 

Ukrm.  'Tis  made  up  of  equal  p.itches  of  black  and  white  ; 
a  moral  ches*-board,  the  moves  once  known,  readily  played 
upon.  By-the-way,  to-morrow  his  statue  will,  for  the  fi[^ 
ime.  b«  exhibited.     Come. 

Wilt.  A  sUtue  of  Nash ! 
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Dbrb.  Aye^  erected  in  the  pump-room  by  the  mayor  and 
aldermen;  who^  with  corporation  taste^  place  the  figure 
between  the  busts  of  Newton  and  Pope. 

Wilt.  Impossible !  The  corpcnration  cannot  so  offend 
philosophy  and  wit. 

Debb.  Why«  in  this  case,  the  corporation  reverse  the 
common  rule^  and  use  no  ceremony  with  strangers.  {Exeunt.) 


SCENE  II. 

Nash's  Apartments,  shewily  furnished.  Nash  discovered, 
holding  his  morning  levee.  Bathos,  Twang,  Skillbt, 
MoNSiEUB  Pas,  Tradbsmrn,  &c.  in  attendance,  Caskbt 
waiting. 

Nash.  {Reading  paper.)  '^To  Richard  Nash,  Esq.,  on  his 
sickness  at  Tunbridge."  Foregad,  Mr.  Bathos !  I  have  been 
drenched  with  verse. 

Bath.  If  your  honour  would  mark  the  nerve  in  the  last 
line, — 

Nash.  I  see.  (Reads.) 

'^  Come  then,  kind  health, — O,  quickly  come  away  ; 
Bid  Nash  revive,  and  all  the  world  be  gaj.'* 

'*  All  the  world  be  gay."  Ha !  there's  spice  in  that. 

Bath.  I  knew  your  honour  would  like  the  last  line. 

Nash.  I  always  prefer  your  last  line.  "  Sickness  at  Tun- 
bridge }"  Bathos,  isn't  the  subject  somewhat  flat  ?  I  have 
been  well  these  three  months. 

Bath.  That's  unlucky — ^for  my  verse.  Perhaps,  on  a  fu- 
ture illness,*- 

Nash.  Bathos,  {aside  to  him)  you  have  heard  of  the  statue 
to-morrow  ?  Now,  if  a  handful  of  verses  on  the  subject  were 
found,— ^ 
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Bath.  They  shall  be  done.^I'U  delight  your  honour 
with— 

Nash.  Me !  I  desire  you  don't  imagine  I  care  for  praise : 
'tis  merely  to  please  the  people.  For  myself^  I  hope  I  am 
above  these  things :  too  high  to  snuff  vulg^  incense.  ( To 
Skillbt.)  What  are  you  ?— 

Skill.  My  lord^  my  new  book  of  cookery,  dedicated  to 
your  worship  ;  I — 

Nash.  (  To  Twang.)  And  you  ? 

TwANO.  My  last  new  air,  your  worship's  honour ;  the 
"  Bath  Waters."     If,— 

Nash.  ( To  Pas.)  And  you  ? 

Pas.  Milord,  le  menuet,  le  menuet  que, — 

Nash.  The  cookery  book  will  do ;  'tis  promoted  to  my 
kitchen.  ( To  Cask.)  See  that  the ''  Bath  Waters*'  be  played 
on  my  own  French  horns.  For  the  minuet,  (to  Pas)  run 
not  stark  mad  with  pride,  if  I  dance  the  minuet  myself. 
No  words :  Casket,  clear  the  rooms.  (Cabkbt  shews  them 
oui.)  Yes ;  'twill  be  a  glorious  day  ;  a  triumphant  day. 
Re-enter  Casket,  shewing  in  Alderman  Beetle. 

Cask.  Alderman  Beetle.     {Exit.) 

Beet.  I  could  hardly  fight  my  way  to  the  door. — Such 
a  crowd  of  rascals  ! 

Nash.  Ha,  Alderman !  I  had  better  been  born  to  a  pick- 
axe than  a  fine  taste. 

Beet.  It  must  be  dreadful.  Well,  Belinda  has  promised 
to  come  and  see  your  house ;  has  promised  her  judgment  on 
your  new  arrangements :  and,  by  my  honour,  they're  mag- 
nificent. But,  to  the  great  point.  Wilt  make  Belinda  a 
happy  woman? 

Nash.  I  can't. 

Beet.  What  prevents  it  ? 
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Na8H.  Our  pariah  reguters.  I'm  sixty-five ;  she's  not 
one-and-twenty. 

Bbbt.  Tut !  you  may  live  these  thirty  years. 

Nash.  All  the  worse  for  the  lady. 

Bbbt.  Wilt  see  her  sacrificed  to  that  spendthrift, 
Derby  ? 

Nash.  Now,  don't  appeal  to  my  compassion. 

Bbbt.  An  abandoned—^ 

Nash.  If  you  proceed,  she's  lost.    I  must  marry  her. 

Bbbt.  Let's  strike  hands ;  'tis  a  match  then  } 

Enter  Caskbt. 

Cask.  Mr.  Powel's  man.  He  comes  for,  I  think  he  says, 
a — ^a  play  ;  he  insists  'tis  your  honour's  play. 

Bath.  Hast  written  a  play  ?  Satirical,  I  warrant } 

Nash.  (To  Cask.)  That  packet.  (Cask,  brings  papers  to 
Nash).  Confusion  take  me,  alderman,  but  I  think  there's 
here  will  make  'em  wince. 

Bbbt.  Mind  ;  you  must  cure  as  well  as  cut. 

Nash.  Never  fear. — The  play  is  like  the  leaf  that  Doctor 
Cheney  talks  of, — one  side  a  blister,  the  other  a  salve. 
Blockhead  !  What  have  you  brought  me  ?  These  are  the 
duchess's  letters :  put  them  next  the  countess's ;  with  the 
packet  from  Mr.  Pope.  (Cask  brings  MS,)  So:  here's 
the  play.     There's  not  a  little,  I  think,  in  the  name  ? 

Bbbt.  {Reading.)  '*  Punch  in  Boots ;  or^  the  Prince  of 
Morocco  and  the  Lady  of  the  White  Apron."  A  hit,  indeed, 
at  the  boors  and  sluts.  But  Mr.  Powel's  man  ?  Is  the  play 
to  be  played  by  the  puppets?  Why  not  give  it  to  the 
actors? 

Nash.  Oh,  poor  rogues!  Punch  is  far  more  popular. 
(Giving  MS.  to  Cask.)  Tell  him  to  study  the  parts ;  and 
to  let  me  see  the  new  speaker  who  is  to  play  the  lover. 
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(Exii  Casket.)  Yes;  'twill  work  a  marvellous  reforma- 
tion. 

Beet.  No  doubt  But^  my  dear  friend^  it  is  a  match  ? 
That  reprobate  Derby ^ — 

Nash.  May  be  reclaimed.  No>  ruin  seize  me!  I 
wouldn't  break  the  young  dog's  hearty — I — 

(Enter  Casket.) 
Well  ? 

Cask.  Mr.  Baxter. 

Beet.  Baxter !  No^  it  can't  be  a  fellow  called  Jack 
Baxter — a  sharper  of  Tunbridge^  of  whom  I  have  heard 
tricks  that— 

Nash.  Alderman  Beetle^  Mr.  Baxter — (Aside,)  the  devil 
take  him  ! — is  a  gentleman  who^ — in  fact^  Mr.  Baxter  is  not 
Jack  Baxter  from  Tunbridge.     His  family  is — 

Beet.  Not  the  Baxters  of  Staffordshire  ? 

Nash.  The — ^the — same. 

Beet.  His  uncle.  Lord  Fog  and  myself,  were  close  as 
brothers.  (To  Casket.)  Pray,  shew  him  up.  (Exit 
Casket.) 

Nash.  {Aside)  Shall  I  trust  the  alderman  with  my  secret  P 
Shall — no,  'twould  spoil  all.  Here  comes  Jack.  His  im- 
pudence amounts  to  genius. 

Enter  Jack  Baxter. 

Baxt.  Your  servant.  Squire  Nash :  your  very  particular 
servant. 

Beet.  {Aside  to  Nash.)  Egad!  there's  a  great  family 
likeness.     Do  introduce  me. 

Nash.  Mr.  Baxter, — Alderman  Beetle,  a  magistrate. 
You  ought  to  be  better  acquainted. 

Baxt.  A  magistrate  ? 

Beet.  Ha,  sir  !  I  knew  several  of  your  family. 
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Bazt,  Indeed^  dr  ? 

Bbbt.  Yes,  sir ;  your's  is  not  a  genealogy  of  yesterday. 
^  ^ur's  is  an  ancient  tree. 

Nash.  {Aside)  As  ancient,  to  a  day,  as  the  gallows. 

Beet.  You  are  no  moshrooms.  Yon  are  not  of  a  fiunUy 
who  come  up  one  hoar,  and  are  cut  down,  the  next 

Nash.  {Aside).  Yet  hath  that  yery  accident  occurred  to 
several  of  its  members. 

Beet.  I  knew  your  unde  well^  shr ;  intimate  with  him 
up  to  the  hour  of  his  devatioD. 

Baxt.  {Aside.)  Sheriff,  that  yesr,  I  suppose  } 

Beet.  But  when  he  went  to  the  upper  house,— 

Nash.  Then,  of  course^  there  was  an  end  to  the  acquaint- 
ance. 

Beet.  (To  Nash.)  You  must  recollect  some  of  his 
speeches  ? 

Nash.  I  recollect  his  last  perfectly. 

Baxt.  (Aside.)  I  don't  half  like  this.  Well^  alderman^ 
for  the  misfortune  of  my  uncle, — 

Beet.  Misfortune  !  I  hope  to  see  his  nephew  meet  with 
the  same  reward. 

Nash.  And  from  my  knowledge  of  his  merits,  I  may 
venture  to  promise  that  enjoyment.  (Aside  to  Baxt.)  He 
thinks  you  respectable.     Humour  the  joke. 

Baxt.  Alderman,  I  seize  your  friendship.  Pretty  place, 
this  Bath. 

Beet.  Ah,  Mr.  Baxter !  we  owe  much  to  our  friend  here. 
To-morrow  we  pay  a  small  part  of  the  debt.  To-morrow 
we  exhibit  the  statue. 

Nash.  Don't  name  it ;  these  honours  are  plaguey  heavy 
matters.  I  pray  Atlas,  I  mayn't  sink  under  'em.  Look 
here,  now.     (Displaying  hriUiant  snuff-box.) 


Bkit.  Splendid,  indeed .' 

Nash.  The  thirteenth,  sent  me  within  this  week. 
I  gad !     I  ought  to  be  Briareua  with  a  hundred  v 
t  derman,  I  must  beg  your  mercy. 

Bret.  Certainly.     Yet,  Belinda;   wilt  see  her? 

Xa8h.  Ill  call,  in  my  drive. 

Bkbt.  And,  perhaps,  she  may  be  induced  t 
house  to-day.     {To  Baxter.)    Sir,  I  hope  for  yoi 

Baxt.  You    shall     have    it.    Alderman.      Jack 


Bbbt.  Jack  Baxter  !     le  your  name  Jack  Baxter  ? 
Hasb.  Yes  ;  John  Baxter.     It  ia — {atidt  to  Sbetlb)— 
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Bhbt.  (Aside  (0  Nash.)  The  name  surtled  me ;  but  not 
a  word.  Kir.  Baxter,  I  am  charmed  to  renew  my  fl-iend- 
■hip  with  your  ancient  and  honourable  family.  {Aside  lo 
Nasb.)  Remember — Belinda.  {E^it.) 

Nash,  Jack  Baxter;  for  the  last  five  minutes  you  have 
been  thought  a  reputable  person.  Don't  presume  on  the 
weakness  of  an  alderman  ;— you  are  not. 

Baxt.  Reputable  !  Mav'n't  I  given  up  play  on  my  own 
account  to  peach  other  rogues  ? — Lef^  my  old  friends,  to  be 
your  spy  nt  the  tables  ?  Besides,  to  prove  my  reformation. 
1  do  think  I  shall  some  day  print  my  life.  I've  brought  it 
lo  shew  your  honour.  {Producing  papert.) 

Nash.  Your  life  I 

Baxt.  And  witli  your  worship's  goodness,  addressed  to 
your  honour,  as  ■  warning  to  all  rogues. 

Naso.  (Taking  the  MS.)  First  let  me  consider  whether 
I'm  B  sufficient  patron  for  so  numerous  a  body,  {RfotUlhr 
MS.)  "  The  discoveries  of  John  Poulier,  aliai  Baxter" — 
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"  surprising  tricks*' — "  frauds" — humph  !  "  Written  wholly 
by  himself." 

Baxt.  No  trick  there^  your  honour^  I'd  despise  it.  You 
see^  I  am  getting  on^  but  virtue's  a  work  of  time,  sir :  you 
can't  raise  a  character  like  a  salad. 

Nash.  No;  and  especially  after  the  first  crop.  Salad! 
Hempseed,  knave.  Gh> ;  I  have  now  no  time  to  hear  your 
news  of  last  night;  call  again.  I  may  have  another  trial 
for  your  sprouting  virtue.  Jack  Baxter.     (Exeunt  severally.) 


SCENE  III. 

An  Apartment  in  the  House  ^  Aldkrman  Beetle. 
Enter  Slipper  and  Claptrap. 

Slipp.  Give  me  a  lover  like  Mr.  Derby ;  no  cat  can  out- 
watch  him.  The  alderman's  carriage  had  hardly  rolled 
from  the  door,  than  here^  punctual  to  the  letter^  the  dear 
man  hurried  with  a  mouthful  of  the  sweetest  oaths  to  my 
lady.     Now,  you,  Mr.  Claptrap,— 

Clapt.  I  know  my  flaw — I  never  could  swear  sweetly 
in  my  life.  And  then  the  puppets  have  taught  me  to  look 
on  love  as  a  foolish  matter. 

Slipp.  Puppets  !     Why  puppets  ar'nH  flesh  and  blood. 

Clapt.  No  ;  but  when  love's  in  the  case,  flesh  and  blood 
are  puppets.  Love  !  'tis  an  old,  worn-out  story— nothing 
new  can  be  said  of  it. 

Slipp.  But  suppose  Mr.  Derby  and  my  lady  are  now 
determined  to  marry  ? 

Clapt.  'Tis  a  proof  they  have  worn  it  out,  too.    When 
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e  have  said  all  they  can  about  love,  they  take  marriage 
as  1  resource  from  idleness.     (^Knocking  wilkoui.') 

Slipp.  (looking  out.)  As  I  live,  there's  the  alderman! 
So  •oon  come  back,— and  wilfi  him  a  strange  gentleman! 
Whafs  to  be  done  with  Mr.  Derby  f 

Enltr  BBLiNDA.yivjm  inner  room. 

Dkl.  Oh, Slipper!  if  you  have  no  scheme  to  preserve  u&' 
we  are  lost.     Poor  Derby — 

Ci^PT.  'Tia  a  bright  thought.  He's  saved :  I  promise 
the  protection  of  "  The  Prince  of  Morocco."  Here  he  is. 
(.Shewing  M.S.) 

Slipp.  What  can  the  man  meau  ? 

Ci-APT.  "The  Prince  of  Morocco  and  the  Lady  of  the 
White  Apron."  "Tis  our  new  play,  writ  by  Squire  Nash- 
Mirk  a  few  of  the  direclionH.  (^tiemh.)  "  The  Prince,  hav- 
iiif;  thrown  hi«  wife  out  of  window,  goeth  tranquilly  to  bed 
in  hi*  bootK." 

St.tpp.  Just  like  the  sex. 

BsL.  But  Mr.  Derby,— 

Clapt.  Whilst  I  read,  let  .SHpper  sneak  him  out.  Hush  ! 
the  tlAvrmnn.— (Affecting  repugnance  to  read.)  No,  madam, 
no  ;  it  i*  impossible — 

{Enter  Bketi.k  and  Baxtrr  at  back.) 
— I  dare  not  continue  the  play.  Be  satisfied  ;  I  can't  proceeil. 

Slipp-  Only  a  little  more.  Now,  go  on  :  you  left  the 
princv  in  bed  in  his  boots. 

Bust.  And  there  let  the  prince  lie.  What  mumming  is 
Uii«> 

Clapt.  Mumming,  alderman?  'Tis  a  play  — a  legiti- 
mate pUy.     I  act  the  prince. 

BkKT.  Varlet!  Ml  have  your  princeshtp  whipped. 

Clapt.  Whipped!  Would  you  violate  the  unities? 
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Bbbt.  Who  are  yoa«-«wlienc0  ooom  job— what  do  yon 

here? 

Clapt.  I  am  aecond  to  Mr.  Powd^  came  from  Sqoire 
Nash — I  was  reading  a  scene  of  his  new  {day. 

Bel.  The  fault  is  mine,  uncle.  I  was  carious  to  hear 
the  production  of  so  hright  a  pen.  Yon  know,  I  dearly 
love  all  plays. 

Clapt.  Caution— never  confess  it:  His  enough  ta  ruin 
you  with  people  of  wit 

Bel.  Indeed? 

Clapt.  Surdy.  If  you'd  pass  for  somebody,  yoomust 
sneer  at  a  play,  but  idoUae  Fundi*  I  know  the  moat  re- 
fined folks,  who'd  not  budge  a  foot  to  hear  Oanidc,  would 
give  a  guinea  each,  nay,  mob  fmr  a  whole  morning,  to  see  a 
Greenlander  eat  seal'8-€e8h  and  swallow  whale  <nl.  But  if 
you'll  not  betray  me  to  Squire  Nash,  and  the  alderman  will 
listen  ? — 

Beet.  Pshaw  !  Belinda,  Mr.  Baxter;  the  nephew  of  my 
old  friend^  Lord  Fog.  {To  him,  aside.)  What  dost  think  of 
my  niece  ?  » 

Baxt.  Twice  an  angel  by  my  life !  Madam,  I  am  your 
most  profound  adorer. 

Bel.  Already,  sir  ? 

Baxt.  Already,  ma'am.  There  is  a  something  in  divine 
woman,  ma'am,  that — that  is  so  great  a  something,  because 
the  tongue  of  man,  ma'am,  cannot  dearly  tell  what  that 
something  is  ma'am.     I  say, — I  feel  it  is  that  something, — 

Bel.  Sir,  I  understand  you,  perfectly. 

Clapt.  (Aside  to  her,)  'Tis  the  shortest  way,  be  sure 
of  it 

Beet.  (Aside.)  How  like  his  unde!  'Twas  lucky,  I 
again  met  him ;  for  if  Nash  still  dally,  egad,  I'll  secure  her 
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from  Derby^  by  marrying  her  to  Mr.  Baxter.  Of  course^ 
you  fee  the  ceremony  to-morrow^ — that  is,  the  statue  of  our 
roaster,  Nash  ? 

Baxt.  My  birds  won't  let  me;  can't  neglect  'em,  they 
fight  to-morrow.  Gkyt  a  match  with  Lord  Steelspur  and 
Whitefeather :  such  a  main  of  cocks.  You  (to  Belinda) 
never  saw  my  birds  ? 

BsL.  Are  they  so  brilliant? 

Baxt.  They'd  make  your  eyes  ache  to  look  at  'em. 
Brilliant!  they've  combs  like  coral;  bills  like  coals;  legs 
like  steel ;  feet,  yellow  as  guinea-gold ;  and  nails  at  the  end 
of  'em,  white,  long  and  sharp  as  your  ladyship's. 

BsL.  Indeed. 

Baxt.  True:  after  this,  I  needn't  tell  you  how  they'll 
fight.  And  then,  to  hear  'em  crow,— -they  crow  like — 
(French  horns  heard  without) 

Beet.  Mischief  take  it !  isn't  that  his  honour  ? 

Clapt.  (Looking  out,)  Yes,  Squire  Nash  ;  horns  and  all. 
His  four  greys  have  new  harness— his  postillions  new  live- 
ries—his footmen, — 

Baxt.  (To  Beet.)  The  Squire  may  want  some  private 
talk— I'll  take  my  leave.  {Aside,)  Wouldn't  meet  him  for  a 
rouleau. 

Beet.  {Aside,)  He  mus'n't  see  him,  or  he  might  suppose 
— WiU  you  step  into  that  room,  Mr.  Baxter  ? 

Bel.  Uncle !  my  room  ? 

Beet.  But  an  instant.  Should  his  honour -*you  under- 
stand— see  you,  a  suspicion  might — 

Bel.  Su^idon,  sir  ? — suspicion  ? 

Beet.  I  insist  In  that  room,  sir.  Slipper — a  word — 
come  you  with  me.  ( To  Clapt.)  Sirrah,  stay  you  here. 
(Exit  Beet.,  SLm,JbUowing,) 


16  SKAO    NASH. 

Baxt.  Aje,  nu'un ;  well  talk  in  thk  room. 

CtAFT.  {PUuMg  kimi^b^brt  door.)  Certoinly  not;  'tk 
already  occupied. 

Baxt,  By  whom  ? 

Ci.APT.  ily  nssiatant :  he  is  now  studying  with  the  pup- 
pets, a  tyrant  for  our  new  play.  I  warn  you  t*>  respect  his 
indignation. 

Baxt.  Let  me  pass  :  I  promise  your  tyrant  all  respect. 

Clapt.  Nay,  once  passed,  respect  for  the  tyrant  would  be 
im  possible. 

Baxt.  Why? 

Clapt.  You'd  see  his  wires. 

Baxt.  {Aiide.')  I  hear  them  coming.  Stand  away:  I 
will  see  your  man — I  will  aee — 

{Enter  Derby  ^/ront  room  in  tceM.) 
Mr.  Derby ! 

Derby.  Jack  Baxter ! 

Bbl.  I  am  so  confused — you  know  Mr.  Baxter?  knew, 
probably,  his  uncle,  the  Alderman's  friend, — Lord— Lord, — 

Baxt.  Lord  Fog. 

Derb.  Really  I  was  ignorant  that  Jack  Baxter  was  ne- 
phew to  a  lord. 

Baxt.  Nor  did  I  believe  Mr.  Derby  under-journeyman 
to  the  master  of  the  puppeta. 

Derb.  For  the  present,  let  us  bold  oar  new  characters. 
Jack,  for  one  minute,  take  my  place. 

Clapt.  This  way,  sir:  our  mystery  being  saved,  the 
profane  may  ent«r. 

Baxt.  [Ande.)  So  !  a  match — clear  as  sixes.  {^ExU  into 
ro<m.) 

Derb.  Now,  Belinda ;  at  once  quit  this  sorry  game  of 
bide-and-teek,  and  boldly  take  up  marriage. 
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Bel.  Marriage  aeems  my  deadny  ;  for  in  me  behold  the 
future  queen  of  Bath.  Did  ye  not  hear  his  majesty's  ar* 
rival? 

Derb.  What !  Nash  ?  Ha !  ha !  By  Vulcan,  he  brings 
most  ominous  music. 

Clapt.  Hark !  the  alderman  and  his  honour. 

Bel.  To  your  hiding-place,  Derby. 

Dkrb.  First  promise, — 

Bel.  What  should  I  promise  ? 

Derb.  That  to-night — to-night, — 

Bel.  To-night  will  come :  but  now,  I  promise  nothing. 
Hide,  hide,  and  trust.  (Exii  Derby  tHto  room.)  Whereas 
Slipper? 

Clapt.  Carried  off  by  the  alderman.  Only  engage  them, 
and  111  steal  Derby  out« 

Enter  Beetle,  Nash,  aful  Slipper. 

Beet.  This  is,  indeed,  kind ;  on  the  eve  of  such  a  day  to 
visit  us. 

Nash.  What  are  triumphs.  Alderman,  (to  Belinda)  un- 
less shared  with  those  we  love  ? 

Bel.  a  sentiment  worthy  a  conqueror. 

Nash.  Foregad!  Jupiter  himself  with  all  his  thunder- 
bolts, had  been  but  a  dull  lump  of  dignity  without  a  queen. 
I — I  have  felt  this ;  feel  it,  now. 

Bel.  What,  sir,  do  not  even  your  honours  ? — 

Nash.  Honour,  madam,  is  like  wine;  not  to  be  truly 
enjoyed  alone.     Could  I  prevail  on  a  certain  lip  to  taste, — 

Bel.  Lud !  my  head  swims  to  think  of  it. 

Nash  (Aside.)  To  own  the  truth — so  does  mine.  A  CHp 
of  bliss — a  draught  of  nectar, — a— (jcetiig  Claptrap)  —what 
brought  you  here  ? 

Bel.  'Twbs  obedience  to  my  summons.    I  had  tidings  of 

c2 
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your  play,  and— fbrgire  my  i 
rest  till  I  heard  it    'Ha  b«aiilifitL 

Nash.  What!  'twill  do? 

Bbl.  The  pl^  hu  but  one  fkulL 

Nabh.  I  know  die  blot ;  'tia  ita  mmplici^. 

Beet.  I've  heard — (ojide  lo  Slipper)  remember  my 
orders — I've  heard  you  call  fiimplicity  a  classic  excellence. 

Naeii.  True;  h  classic  excellence,  but  not  a  modern  ad- 
vantage. No  ;  I'm  told — for  I  never  go  to  a  play — that  no- 
thing is  so  marketable  as  a  complex  seduction,  wound  up 
with  an  elaborate  suicide.  A  good  murder  is  now  the  very 
life  of  a  Jramit.  Thus,  if  a  playwright  would  fill  his  purie, 
he  should  take  a  hint  from  the  sugar-bakera,  and  alwaya  re- 
fine his  commodity  with  blood. 

Bbkt.  Pray,  delight  us  with  a  scene;  and  then,  Belinda 
will  promise  to  aee  your  house.  {Aside  to  Slipper.)  Get 
Mr.  Baxter  down  ataira. 

Bel.  It  must  be  a  love-scene,  then;  above  all  things,  n 
love-Bcene. — {Atide  lo  Claptrap.)  Make  lure  of  Derby's 
escape. 

Beet,  (^mfe  to  Nasb.)— Mark  that, — a  love-scene.  {To 
Slipper  amfe.)  Now,  then  ;  I'U  cover  his  retreat  {They 
M.) 

Bel.  Well,  sir ;  enter  a  bleeding  heart 

Nash.  Hem  !  {Reading  MS.)  "  Scene  the  third."  This  I 
think  ingenious:  the  lovers  being  surprised,  the  hero  is 
crammed  into  a  clothes-press.  Hia  rival  enters,  attended  by 
the  gaoler  of  the  hennne.  Here  eiuues  a  dialogue  full  of  wit. 

Beet.  Now  for  the  ftuls. 

Bel.  I'm  dyiilg  for  the  dialogue. 

Nabb.  here's  a  blank.  As  I  wish  this  scene  to  be  parti- 
cularly brilliant,  I've  left  it  to  the  extempore  genius  of  the 
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•L-tora.    After  the  talk,  the  heroine  sings  an  Italian  ci.n- 
sonet. 

But..  There's  the  one  fault.     Is  there  sufficient  EngHsh 
n  tlie  play  ? 

Nasu.    Fault!    'tis  its  one  beauty.     Nothing  was  ever 

»-rit  in  English,  that  wouldn't  have  been  finer  in  something 

I    else.     Look  at  even  Alilton.     Isn't  Milton's  meaning  luo 

heavy  for  English?— Like  a  giant  walking  an  a  skylight. 

I   doesn't  he  every  minute  threaten  to  fall  through  ? 

;kt.  Bui  all  this  time,  your  hero's  in  the  clothes-press. 
LSii.  See  you  the  skill  that  gets  him  olf.  After  the  song, 
ivnl  pleads  his  suit — the  gaoler  looking  on.     IVla<lam, 
I    tmugine  the  Alderman  the  gaoler — yourself  the  cruel  fair — 
and  me— 

Bbl.  What  can  I  possibly  imagine  you? 
Nash.  Your  passionate  adorer.     Now  comes  the  incident 
with  the  white  .ipron.     Vou  must  suppose  me  on  my  knee. — 
Bbl..    N'ay,   I   have   the   most   sluggish   fancy.      1    never 
could  suppose  such  condescension. 

Nasi).  Behold !  (ineelt.)  Now,  mark  the  directions.  The 
gaoler — get  up.  Alderman — stands  musing,  apart.     I  ten- 
derly press  jour  hand — whilst  the  concealed  lover — 
Bbl.  What  of  him? 

Xasq.  By  means  of  u  confederate,  escapes. 
Bkl.  What !  you  and  the  gaoler  looking  on  ? 
Nash.  No  ;  for  you  drop  your  white  apron — I  hasten  to 
reilore  it — you  fall  into  my  arms,  seemingly  overcome  by 
my  devotion— whilst  the  confederate  seizes  the  gaoler — and 
with  *  dagger  nt  his  throat  holds  him  to  the  spot .' 

(Dbbbv  and  Baxtbh  appear  nith   Slifprr  at  the  duor.) 

Bbet.  And  is  all  this  practicable? 

Nash.  What  more  easy  ?  (give*  iWS,  (o  Claptrap.)  See. 
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ma'am — I  am  on  my  knee — I  press  your  hand — you  drop 
the  apron — (Belinda  IcU  handkrTchief fail)  bravo!— I  re- 
store it — excellent — you  feint — {as  Nabh  is  about  to  return 
ker  the  handkerchief,  the  sinks  on  k'ls  shoulder ;  Claptbai* 
jieites  the  Alderman,  hoidtng  the  MS.  at  his  throat,  tehfii 
Derby  and  Baxter  run  off.) 

Slipp,  (Jiirfc /o  Bklinha.)  He's  safe! 

Clapt.  (/!«(/« /o  Beetle.)  He's  gone! 

Nash.  Capital !    Bravo  !  bravo  ! 

Beet.  Excellent!  excellent! 


ACT  II.— SCENE  I. 


Nabh's  Apartmentt. 
Enter  Belinda  and  Slipper. 

Slipp.  And  now,  ma'am,  to  take  a  peep  at  his  honour's 
cabinet 

Bel.  No  :  lock  the  doora.     I've  seen  enough. 

Slipp.  Enough,  ma'am !  When  be  has  left  you  the  keys 
to  view  all  over  the  house  ?    And  isn't  it  fine  f 

Bki>-  As  a  Chinese  lanthorn. 

Slipp.  The  hangings,  and  curtains,  chosen  with  so  just  a 
taste! 

Bel.  So  impartial,  certainly  ;  for  ^o  one  colour  haa  been 
neglected.  Come,  Slipper ;  we'll  not  wait  for  Mr.  Nash's 
return. 

Slipp.  Dear  ma'am,  the  squire  and  alderman  were  sud- 
denly sent  for  by  the  mayor :  it  may  be  state  matters  that 
detain  them.  Do  first  rummage  his  honour's  cabinet  of 
cnrioaities- 

Bel.  Well,  but  a  glance :  for  his  honour  being  absent, 
the  cabinet  loses  its  crowning  wonder. 

Slipp-  Lud !  I'd  forgotten  to  lock  the  pink  room.  I'll 
join  you,  directly,  my  lady.  (Ej-iV  Belinda  r'nfo  ca6inef.) 
Now,  if  I  can  but  see  dear  Mr.  Casket !     {ExU.] 
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EiUer  Clafthap  and  Casket. 

Ci-APT.  The  squire  not  within, — when  I  hearj  at  AlJer- 

man  Beetle's,  that  the  lady  Belinda  and  her  uncle  were  here 

Cask.  A  despatch  from  the  majror  called  hia  honour  out ; 
tlie  aldei-man  went  with  him,  and  the  ladies  returned  home. 

Clapt.  Ladies  ? — 

Cask.  Wadam  Belinda  and  Mrs.  Slipper.  {Aside.)  He 
mus'n't  know  the  maid  is  here :  'twould  spoil  our  tete-~a-tete. 
Is  your  busineaa  particular  i 

Clapt.  Itlomentous.  The  gentleman  below  is  the  new 
actor  for  Squire  Nash's  play. 

Cask,  The  actor  may  call  again.  For  my  part,  I  only 
trust  his  honour's  character  mayn't  be  blown ;  but  when  a 
man  of  breeding  stoops  to  write  plays,  his  friends  may 
tremble  for  his  reputation. 

Clapt.  Many  examples  declare  that  truth. 

Cask.  A  gentleman  may  pen  a  charade — or  a  riddle,  i.nil 
no  hum  done.     But  to  drudge  at  a  play,— 

Clapt.  Be  pacified;  between  us,  the  squire's  play  is  the 
darkest  riddle  ever  guysed  at. 

Cask.  Is  It  so?  Then  there's  hope.  I  wouldn't  leave 
his  honour  for  a  bagatelle  ;  no,  confound  me  !  But  there's 
no  living  with  a  man  who  writes  plays. 

Clapt.  I'm  afraid  not;  or  poor  living  at  the  best 

Cask.  I  couldn't  take  his  wages ;  no,  damn  a  play  ! 

Clapt.  Nay,  you  might  take  his  wages,  and  help  to 
damn  bis  play,  too. 

Cask.  Ha !  ha  I  very  true  :  I  shall  treasure  the  hint  for 
self-defence.  (Atide.)  And  now  to  finish  my  perjury  to 
Mrs.  Slipper.     {Exit.] 

Clapt.  I  knew  Nash  and  the  alderman  were  away,  but 
for  the  women— 
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Enter  DkrbV. 

Dbhb    Where's  the  lady  ? 

Ci.APT.  Gone,  sir;  gone,  whilst  I  ran  to  tell  you  Nasli 
was  called  from  home. 

Dekb.  Mischief  I  I  am  resolved  to  ntry  her  off  to-night, 
and  Vr anted  but  this  interview  to  win  her  to  the  scheme. 
For  this,  I  have  ventured  into  the  lion's  den. 

Clapt.  And  with  true  romantic  courage,  being  first  as- 
sured that  the  Hon  waa  out. — If  you're  still  for  heroic  peril. 
you'll  stay  »nd  view  his  majesty's  palace:  if  for  shameful 
^ety,  you'll  follow  me.     {Exit.) 

DxBB.  Palace!  'Tis  a  hall  fur  harlequin.  Could  I  but 
havo  seen  her!  for  what  with  the  press  and  hurry  of  to- 
night, the  vigilance  of  her  uncle,  and— no,  there's  no  way 
but  to  write  a  line,  convey  it  to  her  in  the  rooms — Write ! 
here's  pen  and  ink  r  time  presses — now,  ha !  ha !  out  of  pure 
bravado  will  I  indict  my  brief  epistle  here.  {Silt  at  table 
mritmg.)  "  I  liave  considered  every  thing,  and  am  deter- 
mined on  instant  marriage." 

(Eiiler  Mti.  Coral.) 
( Writing.)  "  Let  us  to-night  defy  all  future  accident." 

Mb8,  C.  (^Aside.)  Thia  must  be  his  honour's  gentleman  ! 
the  secretary,  no  doubt. — Sir. 

Dbbb.  Ma'am  !  (Jside.)  What  simple  antique  is  this  ? 

Mbb.  C.  I  wished  to  see  Squire  Xash;  but  since  he's  from 
home,  perhaps,  Mr.  Secretary,  you'll  be  just  as  good. 

Debb-  Secretary ! 

Mtts.  C.  I  was  told  I  should  find  hia  honour's  gentleman 
— if  you're  not  the  secretary, — 

Pkhb.  Yes.  yes.  f  Aside.)  I'll  fall  in  with  this.— Perfectly 
I  am  the  secreUry— you   see   I   was  jusl   writing  for 

A  stranger,  I  presume,  to  our  city  f 
.  C.  YtB,  sir ;  myself  and  ray  niece  Louisa  arrivetl 
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lut  night-     Alack  !  tliat  we  ever  came !  for  we  are  ruined 
past  hope. 

Deub.  What  has  befallen  the  fair  Louisa  ? 

Mrs.  C.  Ruin,  sir  ;  though  she  doesn't  know  it.  A  year 
ago,  she  was  cheerful  as  the  day ;  then  she  pined  and 
changed  ;  till  at  last  the  doctors  said  her  only  hope  was  at 
Bath.  And  so,  sir,  we  somehow  got  together  twenty 
guineas,  in  a  kid-skin  purse, — but,  Blr.  Secretary,  may  I 
trust  you  ? — 

Dehb.  Assure  yourself:  I  am  already  interested  for  your 
charming  niece. 

Mrs.  C.  Well,  sir,  all  the  money— with  a  little  ring  wliich 
Louisu  prizes  beyond  gold — was  taken  from  my  pocket  on 
our  way  from  BriBtol. 

Dkbb.  And  on  this  accident,  you  came  to  con.sult  Mr. 
Nash? 

Mbb.  C.  Why,  air,  I've  heard  my  brother  talk  so  much 
of  the  Squire — he's  his  fellow-townsman — and  knowing  no- 
body here,  and  being  well-nigh  beside  myself, — 

Drbb.  You  were  right  to  wait  upon  his  honour.  Doubt 
not,  he  will  find  mean*  to  restore  your  loss. 

Mbb.  C.  May  I  hc^  so? 

Dbbb.  Calm  yourself:  nothing  escapes  his  vigilance :  ere 
this  he  may  know  of  the  accident. 

Mbs.  C.  If  I  could  but  think  so  !     For  the  dear  child— 
(Belinda  it  coming  from  room  in  xene.    Pauxet 
on  teeing  Derby.) 

Dbbb.  Nay,  rely  on  me.  Louisa  shall  be  my  immediate 
care. 

Bkl.  CAtide.)  Louisa!  his  care  I 

Dbbb.  Iq  a  brief  time,  I  will  convince  you  of  the  truth  of 
my  professions. 

Bbl.  CAtide. J  My  uncle  was  right.     A  false  libertine ! 
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Mrs.  €.  Bat  you'll  be  secret  P     For  I  am  a  bom  gentle- 
woman,  sir ;  and  Louisa  is  no  less, — you'll  be  secret  ? 
Dbbb.  Trust  my  bonour — my  prudence. 
Bbi«.  (Aside,)  No  doubt— no  doubt     The  traitor ! 
Mrs.  C.  And^  sir,  we  may  hope  to  hear  from  you  ? — 
Here^  sir^  is  my  address. 

Dbbb.  (Reading  card,)  "  Mrs.  Coral^— Westgate-street." 
I  will  lose  no  instant  to  assure  you  how  sincerely  I  sympa* 
thise  with  the  beautiful  Louisa. 

Bbl.  (Aside,)  Westgate-street ! — The  beautiful  Louisa ! 
Mrs.  C.  That  we  should  find  such  a  friend !     €k>od-day, 
sir ;  you'll  be  sure  to  be — 

Dbrb.  Discreet  as  vigilant.  (Shows  off  Mbs.  C.)  Now, 
is  my  prying  rightly  served!  I  thought  to  worm  some 
curious  secret — to  have  a  laugh  at  Nash ;  and — 

(Belinda  comes  down,) 
Belinda  !    They  told  me  you  had  left  the  house  ? 

Bel.  True ;  but  on  second  thoughts,  I  felt  'twas  right  I 
should  carefully  view  the  place.     It  is — 

Dbrb.  A  raree-show  well  worth  one  peep.  And  now, 
Belinda,  my  heart  is — 

Bel.  Very  handsome  ;  and  yet  I  spy  new  improvements. 
Now,  in  the  parlour,  there's — 

Dbrb.  I  say,  my  heart,  Belinda,  is — 

Bel.  a  worn-out  fire-screen,  hideously  painted. — 

Dbrb.  Belinda, — wilt  listen  to  ? — 

Bel.  There  ! — I  could  hear  it  all  day. 

Dbrb.  And  I  could  all  day  speak,  my  love. 

Bel.  The  sound  is  so  musical— so  natural. _ 

Dbrb.  Nay,  thou'lt  make  me  a  coxcomb. 

Bel.  And  then  the  beautiful  little  Dutchman  ! — 
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Dbrb.  Why,  what  has  a  little  Dutchman  to  do  with  my 
love? 

Bel.  Your  love !  La !  I  mean— there !  I  mean  the  eight- 
day  cuckoo-dock  on  the  slair-caae. 

Derb.  Belinda! 

Bel.  Is  it  true  that  the  little  Hollander  on  the  dial-plate 
to  mark  the  time  of  winding-up,  knocks  down  only  one 
skettle  per  day  ? 

Derb.  Really,  'tis  a  compliment  to  Dutch  vivacity  I 
cannot  certify.  I  cry  a  truce,  Belinda  I  Our  love  is  wnw 
too  serious  to  let  us  tilt  with  words. 

Bel.  f  Aside. J  The  hypocrite ! 

Derb.  I  cannot  be  content  with  the  vague  promise  of  this 
morning.    I  have  followed  you  to  declare  my  plans,  to — 

Enter  Claptrap. 

Clapt.  Run,  sir ;  run — eh !  madam,  here  ? — 

Derb.  Is  Nash  come  back  ? 

Clapt.  The  lion  is  now  mounting  the  staircase.  Fly,  if 
you  would  not  be  devoured.  (Aside.)  The  lady  here, — the 
maid  must  be  at  hand.  Ha  !  the  valet — I  scent  infidelity. 
(Exit.) 

Bel.  If  he  find  us  together,  your  plan — however  subtle — 
must  be  defeated.  Let  me  be  safe  from  the  house ;  then, 
escape  as  best  you  may.  TiU  then,  step  into  his  cabinet, 
(aside)  where  you  may  hear  and  profit 

Derb.  {Aside*)  Luckily  the  old  dame's  story  may  excuse 
my  visit. 

Bel.  Hide— hide  and  listen ;  (aside)  for  now,  comes  ray 
cue  to  tease.     (Derby  goes  into  the  cabinet.) 

Enter  Nash  and  Beetle. 

Nash.  Plague  on  business !  plague  on  honours !  Madam, 
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can  I  be  forgiven  ?  Look  yes ;  for  absence,  followed  by 
frowns,  were  death  with  torment. 

Bbl.  Absence  !  I  vow,  sir,  I  hav'n't  for  an  instant  missed 
you.  How  could  I,  when  every  object  here  presented  the 
taste,  the  sentiment  of  the  owner  ? 

Nabr.  You  think  the  hut — the  hut  is  habitable  ? 

Bbl.  I  could  live  here  all  my  days.    'Tis  a  fairy  temple ! 

Nash.  And  if  it  were  a  ruin,  you^  like  the  pearl,  must 
make  the  shell  desirable,  by  dwelling  in  it.     Hem ! 

Bel.  Then  the  cabinet. — 

Nash.  Why,  I  must  confess,  there  is  something  in  the 
cabinet     But  all  that  it  contains— all  is  at  your  disposal. 

Bbl.  What !  the  paintings — and  — 

Nash.  Every  touch  of  paint. 

Bbl.  And  the  bronzes  ? — 

Nash.  And  every  ounce  of  bronze. 

Bbbt.  That  is,  Belinda,  when  you  marry. 

Bbl.  {Aside  to  Beetle.)  Oh  !  I  don't  forget  the  penalty. 
Well,  if  the  world  would  not  say  I  was  bought, — 

Nash.  Bought! 

Bel.  Aye, — a  marriage  effected  by  such  things, — 

Nash.  Nay,  matches  are  brought  about  by  mere  paint- 
ings, and  by  mere  bronze. 

Beet.  Then  why  hesitate  ?    Belinda,  you  consent  ^ 

Bel.  The  cabinet  has  its  attractions, — 

Bbbt.  (To  Nash.)  I  wish  you  joy. 

Nash.  Humph !  shouldn't  you  rather  compliment  the 
furniture  ? 

Beet.  (Aside  to  Nash.)  Oh !  'tis  her  giddiness.  You'll 
give  me  your  promise — your  written  promise  } 

Nash.  lil  consider  it. 
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Bert,  Come,  Belinda. 

(Enfer  ShlFPF.B.) 

Slipper!  what's  the  matter? 

Slipp.  Nothing,  air:  I  had  forgotten  tn  lock  a  door,  sir  ; 
and  {as!de.)  that  impertinent  Mr.  Clnptrap!  — a«  hi$  honour 
-  gave  us  charge  of  the  keys — {atide.) — I'm  so  fluttered,— and 
as  madam's  going,  I'll  lock  the  cabinet.  [Runt  lo  cabinet- 
door;  scrfamt,  and  iirddtnli/  cloteiiJ.) 

Nash.  How  now? 

Smpp.  (AtiAe.)  Mr.  Derby!  Oh,  sir!  nothing,  sir.  Your 
picture ! — 

Nabu.  What's  in  my  picture  that  a  woman  should  scream 
at  it? 

Slipp.  Ifs  so  like  life,  sir.  I  mean,  sir— just  then,  it  so 
resembled  my  dear  grandfather  ;  that  is,  sir.  rs  the  light  fell, 
■ir,  I  could  hsve  vowed  it — it  winked  at  me. 

Nash.  Wink  «t  yon  f  Young  woman,  even  picturea  have 
reputations. — [Locks  the  cabind-door,  and  take*  the  tey.) 

Brl.  {Asidt.)  Now,  am  I  more  than  revenged  !  Aye, 
■ir  ;  secure  the  key:  for  if  what's  locked  up  be  in  truth  so 
animated,  I  may  fear  some  rival. 

Nabh.  Never!  or  let  me  die  that  day. 

Bbl.  You'll  give  the  key,  now,  to  some  other  lady? 

Nabh.  Not  to  Venus  on  her  bended  knees. 

Bel.  May  I  believe  it,  for  indeed,  indeed,  and  spite  of  all 
disguise,  I  am  mightily  taken  with  the  very  object  that — 
Uut  sUrtled  Slipper. 

Na^b.  Oh,  spare  me!  apoor  thing! 

Bel.  Heigho !  I  could  wish  to  Ik  in  its  company  for  ever. 

Nabh.  Then,  you  do  admire  it  ? 

Bel.  The  vivacity — the  expression — the  fire,- 

Nabh.  Why,  it  is  like — it  is  like.     And  since  the  object 
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finds  fiiyoar  in  your  eyes^  I'll  treasure  it  (putting  key  in  pocket) 
for  them  alone. 

Bbl.  Come^  Slipper.  {Aside  to  her,)  Hush !  I  know  all. 
(  To  Nash.)  I  trust  your  faith,  now  ? 

Nash.  The  arrow's  in  my  heart :  I  swear  and  bleed. 

Bbl.  {Aside,)  And  now,  to  visit  the  beautiful  Louisa. 
{Exeunt  Bel.  and  Slipp.) 

Nash.  {To  Beet.)  What  a  taste  she  has  for  the  fine  arts ! 

Beet.  Her  taste's  infallible.  And  now,  your  promise ; 
a  line  or  two  will  serve ;  but,  to-night,  just  to  humour  me, 
I  must  have  your  written  promise.     {Exit,) 

Nash.  A  written  promise !  Can  she  have  really  forgotten 
that  spark,  and  can  she  really  admire  me  ?  I'm  sixty-five. 
What  of  it  ?  All  people  ar'n't  agreed  in  their  choice  of  sea- 
sons; some  admire  spring:  the  more  judicious  prefer  autumn. 
I  may  live  to  see  my  eldest  son  a — ^humph ! — what  shall  he 
be  ?     Judge — ^bishop — physician  ? 

{Enter  Jack  Baxter.) 
Now,  if  my  son's  a  judge, — if  he  should  reach  the  bench, — 

Baxt.  I  hope,  your  honour,  he  wouldn't  forget  his  father's 
firiends  at  the  bar  ? 

Nash.  Nay,  Jack  Baxter,  no  matter  who  may  sentence, 
thou  art  safe  from  neglect. 

Baxt.  Sentence  !  Oh,  your  honour,  I'm  returning  to  re- 
spectability.    I  was  a  careless  rogue,  but  now — 

Nash.  You're  a  painstaking  spy.  'Tis  a  great  backward 
jump  ;  a  few  more  suck  leaps,  and  you're  at  your  journey's 
end. 

Baxt.  And  yet  the  hindrances  thrown  in  my  way  ! 
There's  that  Lavender  Tom,  the  marquis  as  he's  called,  and 
Dropper,  my  old  friends, — they're  now  in  Bath,  fine  as  lords. 

Nash.  At  whose  cost  ? 

d2 
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Baxt.  Tiiey've  been  lecturing  at  Tunbridge  «nd  Bristni. 
Ah,  sir !  for  a  man  just  wanning  up  to  virtoe,  to  look  at 
their  laceil  cunts — its  quite  BSecting-. 

Xabh.  I  ncknowledge  your  struggles.  But,  take  ctunfort : 
you  may  one  day  see  them  both  at  Tyburn. 

Baxt.  Oh,  sir  !  I  always  hope  the  best.  Still,  I  want  tn 
be  quite  nl  ease  in  my  mind.    1  want  to  put  a  solemn  que^- 

Nash.  Sq  !  A  case  of  conscience  !  What  disturbs  you, 
Jack. 

Baxt.  You  see,  your  honour,  Im  iiine-and-thirty — I've 
looked  keenly  on  the  world — and  before  I  can  lake  kindly 
to  anew  life, — I  want  serioualy  to  ask  you — seeing  how  tonif 
fortunes  are  made,  and  how  some  who  make  'em  live  and 
prosper, — I  want  to  ask  you,  if  you  do  renlly  think  it  wrong 
to  pick  a  packet  ? 

Nash.  In  truth.  Jack,  tbe  question  ia  one  for  the  moralities ; 
but,  unfortunately,  'tis  generally  settled  by  the  hangman. 
So,  'tis  lafer,  perhaps,  to  watch  your  frieods,  than  labour 
with  them.     They  know  nothing  of  your  cwtversion? 

Baxt.  They  must  suspect  something. 

Nash.  How  can  they  imagine  you  are  become  honest? 

Baxt.  My  wardrobe's  growing  shabby. 

Nash.  Never  fear :  thou  hast  those  certain  signs  of  a 
great  man, — a  face  and  air  that  defy  the  tailor.  Wert  tbou  iu 
a  hermit's  gown  and  hood — Newgate,  pure  Newgate,  would 
peep  from  under  it.  Business:  wer& your  late  friends  com- 
municative. 

Baxt.  No  ;  we  only  had  one  fiing  together,  for  old  ac- 
quaintance sake  ;  we  scorned  to  pisy  for. money.  I  won 
thli  bit  of  an  old  fashioned  ring  of  Dropper. 

Nash.  With  initials,  "  H.  W."  in  black  hair.     It  may  be 
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inquired  for.  I'll  place  it  with  other  suspected  toys  in  my 
cabinet.  {Goes  to  cabinet:  unlocks  the  door;  pauses  and 
comes  down.  Dbbbt  comes  from  the  cabinet,  and  wails  6e- 
kind  Nash  and  Baxter.)  Stay^  who  was  at  the  tables  last 
night  ? 

Baxt.  Hardly  an  elbow  stirring.  Mr.  Derby  and  I  had 
a  little  hasard.     Isn't  he  a  fine  gentleman  ? 

Nash.  The  finer  the  goose^  the  better  the  phicking. 

Baxt.  That  maxim,  your  honour,  deserves  letters  of 
gold.  Still,  must  Mr.  Derby  be  ruined  ?  Sometimes — for 
I've  a  little  liking  for  him — I  feel  about  me  a  sort  of  flutter- 
ing pity ;  then  I  hardly  know  what  to  do. 

Nash.  No  !  Rattle  the  dice ;  and  pity  will  fly  away 
directly. 

Dbbb.  {Aside)  So  !  a  most  knowing  teacher. 

Baxt.  There's  the  devil  in  the  bones,  to  be  sure.  Yet> 
your  worship,  when  compassion,— 

Nash.  Jack  Baxter ;  plain  words  for  plain  things.  I  re- 
tained you  as  spy  and  sharper,  that  is,  as  a  rascal :  if  you're 
getting  above  your  business,  say  so,  and  our  bargain's  up. 

Baxt.  Oh  !  your  honour,  I  hope  I  know  my  place. 

Nash.  Then  don't  press  beyond  it.  Virtue,  like  gold 
lace,  should  be  the  privileged  wear  of  your  betters  :  now, 
as  you  can't  afibrd  the  real  thing,  you  must  make  what  shew 
you  can  with  copper  washed. 

Baxt.  And  as  finery  goes,  your  honour,  a  very  good 
shew  too. 

Nash.  For  Mr.  Derby,  when  I  marry  Aladam  Belinda, — 

Baxt.  Why,  your  honour,  folks  say  she's  to  have  Mr. 
Derby. 

Nash.  A  profligat?,  abandoned  coxcomb  !  No :  happily, 
Belinda  has  taste.     And  when  this  hand  is  offered  against 
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his,  can  there  be  any  doubt  whicii  she  m 
there,  I  ask? 

Derb.  (Thnifling  kit  hand  belTteeiilliejn 
Mr.  Baxter? 

Nash.  Mr.  Derby ! 

Dbdb.  Come,  your  judgment?     la  thi 
man  an  worthy  in  a  lady's  eye  as  that  of  i 

iich  accept  ?     Can 
r.)  Your  judgment, 

?  hand  of  a  gentle- 
a  secret  sharper,— 
ith?      Yoi.rJLidg- 

:   for,  rely  on't.  his 
Tr.  Baxter,  though 

a  hand,  aa  spatted  aa  the  dice  it  trades  n 
ment,  Mr.  Baxter  ? 

Baxt.  Wliy,  for  hands— 

Nash.   (7oDbrbv.)  Don't  press  him 
verdict  inrist  be  against  you. 

Drrb.  Well  plotted,  Richard  Nash  !    9 

grateful  for  your  sympathies,  permit  me,  henceforth,  to 
avoid  you.  Well  plotted !  monarch  and  philanthropiai : 
dealer  in  benevolence,  founder  of  hospitals  for  llie  sick  ! 

Nash.  Nay  more :  I  am  about  to  build  an  asylum  for  the 
impertinent  and  the  eaves-dropping  ;  when  'tis  up,  I  pray, 
command  me. 

Dbrb.  Sir,  'tWBB  accident  made  me  a  listener.  I  disdain 
secresy  ;  as  a  gentleman,  scorn  disguise. 

Nash.  And  your  business  in  my  house? — 

Debb.  'Twas  to  plead  for  the  distress  of  others.  In  ig- 
norance, I  intruded  into  your  cabinet,  when  I  found  the  door 
suddenly  locked  upon  me;  and  as  suddenly  opened. 

Nash.  In  my  cabinet!  {Atide)  So;  this  was  the  picture 
that  winked  at  the  maid  :  and  the  mistress,  too,  owned 
that  she  was  mightily  taken  with  the  same  object.  I  be- 
gin to  fear  no  son  of  mine  will  be  lord  chief  justice. — 
(7'oDbrbt.)  And  'twas  the  distress  of  others  put  you  in 
my  cabinet  ? 

Okrb.  Let  this  (gieiHg  card),  with  the  brief  story  I  shall 
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tell,  convince  you  that  mine  was  wholly  a  visit  of  charity — 
{aside)  charity  forgive  me ! 

Nash.  {Reading  card.)  Mrs.  Coral,  Westgate-street ! 
Mrs.  Coral ! 

Enter  Mrs.  Cobal. 

Mrs.  C.  {Curtseying  to  Nash.)  At  your  service,  sir.  I 
heard  from  a  young  lady,  you  were  come  home,  and  fearing 
that  your  secretary,  here,  might  forget — 

Nash.  £h !  secretary  ! 

Mrs.  C.  Isn't  that  your  worship's  secretary  ?  To  me  he 
declared  as  much. 

Nash.  And  he  disdains  secresy — as  a  gentleman,  scorns 
disguise ! 

Mrs.  C.  There  could  be  no  disguise :  for  he  was  at  that 
table,  writing,  he  said,  for  your  worship — 

(Derby  makes  for  the  table  ;  Nash  intercepts  him,  and 
snatches  the  paper  left  there  by  Derby.) 

Nash.  By  your  leave,  secretary.  Yes — {Aside.)  I'll  twit 
him,  now — I  had  taken  him  on  trial — given  him  a  letter  to 
write  for  me.  Now,  for  a  sample  of  the  fellow's  brains. — 
{Reads.)  "  My  ever  dear" — 

Drrb.  "  Belinda."  'Tis  plain,  sir ;  "  My  ever  dear  Be- 
linda." 

Nabh.  {Aside.)  In  my  own  house,  too  !  {Reads.)  "  I  have 
considered  every  thing,  and  am  determined  on  instant  mar- 
riage!" 

Mrs.  C.  I  wish  your  worship  joy,  ten  thousand  times. 

Nash.  Thank'ee  :  {Aside.)  I  should  need  it. — {Reads.) 
"  Let  us  defy—" 

Dbrb.  {Snatching  the  paper  from  Nash.)  I  perceive  my 
style  fails  to  delight,  and  so  give  up  my  too  ambitious 
hopes. — {To  Mas.  C.)  His  worship  will  himself  now  satisfy 
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Mas.  C.  We're  bound  to  bless  you  ;  for  if  we  had  lost 
the  twenty  guineas^ — 

Nash.  Guineas! 

Mrs.  C.  The  guineas  that  were  with  the  ring,  in  the 
same  purse. 

Nash.  Pray,  what  brings  you  to  Bath  ? 

Mb8.  C.  To  keep  alive  my  niece.  The  doctors,  sir,  ad- 
vised the  journey ;  and  Louisa's  father — he*s  a  poor  curate, 
sir,  at  Swansea — with  past  savings  and  present  borrowing, 
made  up  a  sum  to  serve  us  here.  We  were  robbed  on  our 
way  from  Bristol. 

Nash.  And  whom  do  you  suspect  > 

Mrs.  C.  Nobody,  sir ;  there  were  but  two  other  passen- 
gers— and  they  had  swords  and  ruffles ;  were,  indeed,  quite 
gentlemen. 

Nash.  Quite  gentlemen ! 

Mrs.  C.  One  particularly ;  for  he  swore,  I  think, in  French, 
besides,  he  talked  of — of  philosophy,  and  was  called  marquis! 

N/.SH.  {Aside,)  The  pebble-hearted  ruffians !  I  see,  I 
must  be  steward  here. — (  Takes  out  purse.) 

Mrs.  C.  {Half  aside,)  Lud  !  how  happy  such  a  load  of 
gold  would  make  us ! 

Nash.  Would  it?  Your  brother's  a  poor  curate? — He 
borrowed  money  in  the  hope  of  saving  his  child  ? — of  that 
money  you  have  been  robbed  ?  Here  is  about  double  the 
amount ;  you  say — I  heard  you — 'twould  make  you  happy. 
{Placing  purse  in  her  hand,)     Be  happy  ! 

Mrs.  C.  Your  worship ! 

Nash.  No  words  ; — be   happy — 

{Enter  Casket.) 
80,  sirrah, — wilt  inform  me  what  place  is  this  ?     Tavern — 
coffee-house, — or  what  ?     Oblige  me  ;  tell  me,  where  I  am  ? 
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Cask.  I»'t  not  your  honour'a  mansion  ? 

Na^h.  I  thought  so ;  but  I  find  it  a  public  walk — a  place 
tu  plot  and  lounge  in.  How  came  a  stranger  in  my 
CHbinet? 

Cabk.  In  truth,  your  honour,  so  long  ss  you  suffer  players 
to  visit  you,  I  can  be  answerable  for  no  plotting— no  imper- 
tinence. 

Nash.  Players ! 

Cask.  Here  cornea  one — {atide).     A  spoJUiiport  rascal. 
Enfer  Ci.aptrap. 

Nash.  {To  Ci.apthai'.)  My  friend;  I  euspect,  nay- 
more,  I  am  pretty  sure  thou  art  a  sort  of— of  clever  rogue. 

Clapt.  Oh,  sir,  only  get  the  world  of  your  mind,  and 
my  fortune'it  made. 

Nasu.  You  knew  nothing  of  mudnm  Belinda's  being  here 
— nothing  of  the  man  locked  up  in  my  cabinet? 

Clapt.  Ha,  ait !  thia  it  is  to  have  business  at  a  house, 
whera  the  head  servant  wanta  character.  Now,  an  innocent 
man  may  be  doubted,  when  the  bribe  may  have  gone  into 
the  pocket  of  the  valet. 

Cabk.  Bribe!  I  apprehend  the  insinuation  t  Your  wor- 
ship, whoever  was  in  the  cabinet,  was  one  of  his  fellows. 
Shall  I  count  the  snuff-boxes. 

Nabh.  Then  you  did  bring  somebody  here? 

Clapt.  Certainly  ;  the  man  to  act  the  lover,  {atidr]  that's 
no  fable :  the  new  player. 

Nash.  And  where  ia  bet 

Cask.  Aye,  tell  his  honour,  where  is  he? 

Nash.  If  you  brought  the  lover,  where  it  the  lover  ? 

Clapt.  Where!  (Atide)  Hal  anybody  for  an  escape. 
Where,  sir  ?— there,  air  I    [PmiUing  U>  Wilton  tu  he  enUr*.] 

Mm.  C.  {Atide)  A»  I  live,  the  young  man  who  followed 
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Louisa.    (Aside  to  Nash.)  Sir,  do  you  know  who  that  per- 
son is? 

Nash.  {Aside  to  her.)  To  be  sure :  he  is,  or  wishes  to  be, 
a  lover. 

Mrs.  C.  And  so  he  does.  {Aside.)  Wonderful  man !  he 
can  tell  every  thing. 

Clapt.  (Aside  to  Wilton.)  That's  his  honour,  sir ;  you 
couldn't  have  come  in  better  season.     (Runs  offi) 

Wilt.  If,  sir,  as  I  fear,  I  have  ill-timed  my  visit,  I  trust 
— {seeing  Mrs.  Cobal,  aside.)  Louisa's  aunt !  what  miracle 
brings  her  to  Bath ! 

Nash.  (Going  up  to  him.)  My  good  man,  I  have  heard 
enough :  youll  not  do. 

Wilt.  Not  do ! 

Nash.  I'm  sorry  for  it ;  but,  no — you  can't  be  accepted. 

Wilt.  Accepted !  why,  sir,  is  it  possible  you  are  aware 
of  my  pretensions  to — 

Nash.  To  be  sure ;  fully  aware.  And  I  say  again, — ^you 
won't  do. 

Mrs.  C.  {Aside.)  Who  could  have  told  him  ? 

Wilt.  {Aside.)  Has  he  learnt  this  from  the  aunt  ?  Is  it 
quite  clear,  sir,  that  you  can  even  now  judge  my  qualifi- 
cations ? 

Nash.  If  I  can't — tell  me  who  can  ?  Quite  clear ;  so  clear, 
that  I  can  see  and  hear  at  once,  you  hav'n't  a  single  ad- 
vantage. 

Mrs.  C.  (Aside.)  I  always  said  as  much  to  Louisa. 

Wilt.  Mr.  Nash, — 

Nash.  I  wish  to  be  delicate ;  but  I  was  certain,  from  the 
first  glance — that  you  were  dull  as  a  tombstone. 

Wilt.  Sir,— 

Nash.  And  so  far  from  my  notion  of  what  a  lover  ought 
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lo  be,  that  I'd  as  soon  look  for  vivacity  in  a  muminy— or  fur 
[laasion  in  an  tiir-pump.  Casket,  show  that  person  out. 
Ma'am  (/u  Mas.  Coral,)  I  have  a  word  to  say  about  your 
niece.  (To  Wilton,  whoisfulluwing.)  Young  man,  beiwti»- 
fieil — you  won't  do.     [Exil  with  Mhs.  Cohal  into  cabinet.) 

Wilt.  I  would  'twere  lawful  to  beat  an  old  maa  in  hu 
own  house  !  Won't  do?  Pshaw!  I  should  rather  laugh  at 
his  impertinence;  for  Louisa  ia  doubtless  here,  and  so — 
here  may  end  my  happy  journey.     (£j;i7.) 


A  Hem  o/'/Ae  Orangt  Grove.    Enter  Obqfpbb  and 
Lavknbbb  Tom. 

Dbopp.  I  tell  you,  marquis,  when  a  man  turns  thief  and 
blackleg,  he  shouldn't  trifie  with  time ;  be  should  never 
forget,  that  idleness  is  the  root  of  evil. 

TcH.  Thief!  Mm-t  de  ma  vie!  Dropper,  yo>tr  philosophy 
is  damned  groM. 

Dropp.  What's  the  difference,  Tom — nice,  Lavender  Tom , 
for  you've  earned  your  name—twist  drawing  a  pocket  with 
naked  fingers,  and  with  bits  of  pasteboard  ? 

Ton.  Immeasurable.  All  the  difference  between  manual 
drudgery,  and  mental  calculation . 

Dropp.  Then  the  physic  for  your  conscience  is— 

Ton.  HiiloMphy.  Iconsiderahandof  cards  just  an  army 
of  mercenaries ;  end  when  I  play,  believe  myself  no  more 
than  an  Alexander — a  Pompey — or  a  Julius  Ctesar.  Tbst  s 
true  philosophy ;  lut  U  ^able  m'emporle  ! 

Drofp.  Scholarship  has  made  you  lazy  and  particular- 

ToH.  And  given  txe  beudes.  philosophy,  a  &«e  taste. 
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Dbopp.  See  what  a  man  loses  by  taste.  Whilst  joti  were 
ttlking  of  heathen  gods  and  goddesses  to  that  girl  (Vom 
Swansea,  I  was  industriously  turning  the  penny. 

Tom.  Comment  ?    How  ? 

Duofr,  I  picked  die  old  woman's  pocket. 

Tom.  Barbarian!  Vandal!  Rob  the  fair-^plunder  die 
beau  sexe  f 

Dbopp.  {Showing  purse.)  See ;  twenty  guineas  ! 

Tom.  PiUage  lovely  woman  !    But,  as  His  done,  halves  ! 

Dbopp.  Halves !  Is  thai  like  Pompey  and  Julius  Caesar  ? 

Tom.  Certainly ;  quite  their  philosophy.     Halves. 

Dbopp.  Well,  as  we're  to  share  every  thing— there,— 
(gives  him  money  in  purse.) 

Tom.  Dn^per,  'twas  a  ruthless  act ;  and  yet,  par  Dieu  ! 
I  spy  its  use.     Yes ;  I  shall  first  relieve,  and  then  carry  off. 

Dbopp.  Pshaw !  will  you  never  learn — Eh  ! — here  comep 
Jack  Baxter. 

Tom.  Dropper,  this  being  our  first  descent  on  Bath,  let's 
hope  we  are  unknown.  Shun  Baxter :  he's  a  vulgar  dog — 
inseparably  of  the  canaille. 

Dbopp.  Come,  marquis.  Jack  Baxter's  an  open  feUow. 

Tom.  So  is  Jack  of  Spades ! 

Dbopp.  A  fellow  from  whom  one  gets  good  advice. 

Tom.  An  insufferable  monitor:  he  never  comes  near  me, 
but  I  think  I  smell  the  odour  of  new  hemp. 

Enter  Baxteb. 

Baxt.  So,  Dropper !  Tom,  you  look  as  blank  as  deuce- 
ace. 

Dbopp.  Oh  !  Tom,  like  all  great  men,  is  free  to  have  his 
leaden  moments.     But  you  are  in  haste.  Jack  ? 

Baxt.  I  have  somebody  to  meet — {aside) — and  some- 
body to  miss. — {Going — returns.)  Dropper,  marquis,  do  you 
see  that  spark  to  the  right  ?     His  name's  Derby. 
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Dbopp.  Well? 

JljtXT.  He  haunts  the  tables — has  money — and  knows  no 
more  than  a.  cherub. 

Dbopp.  Art  sure  ? 

Baxt.  I've  tried  and  prospered  ;  but  ns  he's  grown  ahy 
of  me,  like  a  man  of  honour,  I  give  him  up  to  my  friends. 
Hook  him,  aiid  hand  him,  (aside)  and  then,  my  proud 
ones,  we  hand  you.     (Exit.) 

Daopp.  Marquis,  an  easy  prize  ! 

Tom.  {Looking  of.)  He  certainly  looks  like  one  in  a  slate 
,.r innocence.  Well  now  to  the  rooms  :  the  women  will, 
doubtless,  be  there ;  for  I  sent  them  tickets  this  morning. 
Dropper,  your  arm. 

DnoPP.  To  slight  Jack,  when  he  gives  such  intelligence  ! 

Tom.  Oh,  learn  of  him  all  you  can,  and  then, — shake 
him  of. 

Dropp.  And  isn't  that  ingratitude  ? 

Tom.  No :  that  is— philosophy.     (Exeunt.) 


SCENE  III. 

The  Aatemblt)  Roomt ;  Ike  Stage  reprexenU  a  ball-room,  Jilled 
toith  company.  A  minuet  it  concluded  shortly  after  the 
scene  opens.  Belinda,  Mrs.  Coral,  XjOuisa,  Derbv, 
Wilton,  Latknder  Tom,  and  Dropper  having  in  the 
inlerval,  come  on  at  various  entrances.  Nash  presiding. 
Nash  leads  out  Louisa  and  Lavendkr  Tom. 
Wilt,  {Aside  to  Derby.)  See !  by  all  my  hopes— there 

— led  out  by  Nasb — is  Louisa. 
Nash.  The  next  minuet. 
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Louis.  [Seeing  Wilton.)  Mr.  Wilton ! 
Nash.  Madam,  suffer  me  to  introduce,^About  to  iniro- 
duce  her  to  Lavendsb  Tom.) 

Louis.  Spare  me^  Sir ;  indeed  I  am  suddenly  unwell^I 
-^(Ande.)  Again^  that  odious  man  ! 

Visitors.  The  master's  minuet — ^the  master's  minuet ! 
Nash.  Hush!  Impossible. 

Lady  Visitors.  {Crowding  about  Nash.)  Dear^  Sir^ — 
pray,  delight  us ! 

Nash.  It  cannot  be— it  is  irregular. 
Ist  Lady  Visitor.  On  the  eve  of  such  an  event  us  the 
ceremony  to-morrow,  you  cannot  refuse. 

Nash.  Your  grace,  the  laws  of  Bath,  like  the  decrees  of 
Lycurgus,  are  immutable. 

2d  Lady  Visitor.  For  once,  violate  a  harsh  statute. 
Nash.  My  dear  countess,  it  must  not  be. 
3d  Lady  Visitor.  I'll  turn  rebel  I  ladies,  your  voices— 
the  master's  tninuet ! 

AU  the  ladies  crowd  about  Nash  ;  and  some,  waving  their 
handkerchiefs,  others  rapping  with  their  Jans,  cry,-^ 
'*  The  Master's  Minuet  /" 
Nash.  I  am  vanquished.     IMusicians,  my  minuet ! 
Derb.  (Aside  to  Belinda.)  Dearest    Belinda — 'Sdeath ! 
here  comes  the  alderman ! — read  this —(gtoing  her  paper) — 
and  let  a  smile  be  your  answer. 

Belinda  is  about  to  read  the  paper,   when  Nash  a/y- 
proaches  her  ;  she  suddenly  places  it  in  the  pocket  of 
her  apron. 
Nash.  (To  Belinda.)  Madam,  the  honour  of  your  hand 
to  walk  a — {Seeing  apron,) — what  is  that? 

Bel.  {Aside,)  I  knew  'twould  startle  him.     What,  Sir? 
an  apron  :  white  aprons  are  worn,  are  they  not  ? 

e2 
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Nasc.  Yes,  by  waiting  women.  {Pl«cks  off"  I  lie  nprim,  iinil 
givft  it  lo  BEETI.K  as  he  comes  dotvn  ) 

BuL.  S\i— (Aside.)  The  paper  ! 

Nash.  Alderman,  I  have  fulfilled  my  duty :  the  furtlier 
instruction  of  madam  Belinda  now  rests  with  you.  Musi- 
ciane  I  {Turnt  up  the  stage,  taking  Dblimda.) 

Best.  {Atide.)  His  duty— his — {Paper  JiilU  out  o/'aprvn  : 
reada  it.)  "  I  have  considered  every  thing,  and  ain  deter- 
mined on  instant  marriage."     His  written  consent ! 
Music^NASH  and  Belinda  dance  a  minuel. 

Beet.  (To  Nash  utirf  Belinda.)  Joy— joy  to  both  !  and 
yet  I— 

Xash.  No  congratulations;  buKaesB.— (Aside.)  Did  the 
old  fool  think  I'd  forgotten  ray  dancing  I" 

Beet.  I  was  about  to  sny — 

Nash.  (Taking  out  tvalch.)  Eight  o'clock.  A  country 
dance!  Now  to  arrange  partners  with  the  learning  of  .1 
garter  king-at-arms. 

Nash  placet  partnerM.     The  dance   it  commenced,  and 
amtinned  until  Ike  tcene  clotes. 


'  THB   SECOND  ACT. 


ACT  III— SCENE  I. 


Nash's  Apartments. 
Enter  Claptbap  and  Slippbr. 

Slipp.  Well^  but  to  suspect  Mr.  Casket ! — 

Clapt.  I  allow^  I  didn't  see  him — I  did'nt  hear  him.  I'm 
willing  to  give  up  my  eyes  and  ears ;  really,  that  ought 
to  satisfy  a  moderate  woman. 

Slipp.  Ha,  JVIr.  Claptrap !  you  know  our  easy  sex ;  as 
you  allow  so  much,  I  must  forgive  you.  And  now,  I've  a 
secret  for  you.  The  Alderman  says  'Squire  Nash  has  at  last 
determined  to  marry  madam  Belinda.  Would  you  have 
thought  it  of  so  old  a  gentleman  ? 

Clapt.  Why,  with  some  men,  courage  comes  late.  I 
think  'twill  be  my  own  case. 

Slipp.  Surely  ? 

Clapt.  Now  I   recollect,   a  gypsey — fortelling  all  my' 
happy  escapes — prophesied,  I  shouldn't  marry  till  I  was 
threescore. 

Slipp.  Then  you  were  to  have  escapes  ? 

Claft.  Yes  ;  I  was  to  be  thrice  nearly  hanged — on  false 
evidence ;  and  thrice  about  to  take  a  wife  on  no  better  testi- 
mony. Three  times  to  escape  the  rope  and  the  ring  is  to 
have  great  luck. 
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Slipp.  Wonderful,  with  such  a  face!  Marry  the  first 
time  at  three-icorc !  When  my  fortune  was  told,  I  wm» 
promised  at  sixty  a  third  husband. 

Clapt.  Oh,  'tis  plain  !  we  were  paired  at  our  birth. 

Slipp.  La  1     Do  you  think  so  ? 

Ci-APT,  Certain ;  for,  as  the  prophecy  ran,  I  was  to  be  a 
third  husband. 

Si-ipp.  What !  at  sixty  .' 

Clapt,  At  aisty.  Fortune,  in  her  mercy,  has  given 
Rie  &  long  day.     Now,  for  you,  there's  the  valet  to  begin 

Slipp.  No,  Mr.  Claptrap  ;  as  you  say,  we  were  paire<i  ; 
when  I  do  marry,  you  shall  be, — 

Clapt.  Not  the  first  i  consider,  you  doat  on  tne  too  much 
to  think  of  surviving  me  ;  and  I  love  you  too  fondly  tu  give 
you  any  cause  of  mourning.  No ;  I  give  place  to  Mr. 
Casket  and  the  next  gentleman.     (Going.) 

Slipp.  And  will  you  leave  me  with — 

Clapt.  You  see,  I  have  letters  to  take  for  his  honour. 
Don't  despair ;  we  shall  meet  at  nxty. 

Slifp.  But  Mr.  Claptrap, — 

Clapt.  Never  ctmrider  me;   I   tell  you — I   can   wait. 

Slipp.  Wait !  It's  clear  he  has  no  more  feeling  than  his 
own  puppets.  To  accuse  Mr.  Casket — well,  he  really  is  a 
well-bred  person  ;  smiles,  and  bows,  and  never  contradicts. 
To  be  sure,  he's  not  so  clever  as  Mr.  Claptrap  ;  then  again, 
clever  husbands  are  always  brutes.  If  I  could  now  see  Mr. 
Caake,— Ind!  here  comes  his  honour.  {Exii.) 
Enier  Nash  and  Baxtkr. 

Nabh.  Jack,  you  bave  a  liberal  mind. 

Baxt.  Oh,  your  honour  \ — 
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Nash.  For  though  a  knave  yourself^  you  refuse  not  ap- 
plause to  the  roguery  of  others. 

Baxt.  The  marquis  is  a  genius,  that's  certain.  Why,  he 
makes  the  cards  come  to  him,  as  though  they  loved  him. 
If  s  a  great  gift. 

Nash.  Nay,  allow  the  benefit  of  education.  And  so, 
Mr.  Derby  is  wholly  lost  ? 

Bast.  Quite  gone,  sir.  Last  night,  as  I  said,  Tom  some- 
how fastened  upon  him,  and  didn't  leave  him  till  he  had 
coaxed  him  out  of  the  thousands. 

Na8R.  Ha !  ha !  Tom  has  thrown  away  much  science : 
for  young  Derby  is  poorer  than  King  Bladud,  when  he  fed 
porkers  here  at  Bath. 

Baxt.  But  when  his  uncle  dies,  the  young  fellow  comes 
to  a  round  sum.  And  so,  he's  to  give  Tom  a  bond  for  die 
amount. 

Nash.  Oh  !  he's  to  give  him  a  bond  to  be  paid  when  the 
uncle  dies  ? 

Baxt.  Yes,  it's  rather  hard  upon  Tom. 

Nash.  Why,  doubtless,  ready  money  would  be  more  ac- 
ceptable.    Still,  the  uncle  is  very  old  ? — 

Baxt.  Yes ;  but,  somehow,  when  people  get  to  a  certain 
age,  further  time  seems  lost  upon  'em.  I  can't  but  say,  it's 
hard  upon  Tom. 

Nash.  For  once,  I'll  trade  in  life :  I'll  buy  the  deed.  I 
owe  the  spark  a  turn,  and  the  bond  will  put  him  in  my 
power. 

Baxt.  Shall  I  tell  the  marquis,  you'll  deal  with  him  ? 

Nash.  No:  he'd  suspect  some  villainy — from  the  mes- 
senger. Pray,  how  did  Tom  contrive  to  cheat  Mr. 
Derby? 

Baxt.  La,  sir !  you  can*t  think  what  a  gentleman  Tom 
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ij ;  bVd  cfeMtwy  body.    It  poiAa  n»  to  tiA  when  he 
got — what  I  call — his  white  satin  manners. 

Nasb.  Stole  'em,  no  doubt 

Enter  Caskbt. 

Cask.  Alderman  Beetle. 

Nash.  Jack,  wait  in  that  room.  (Jack  rrlim.)  Let 
Sam  run  to  Mr.  Derby's  lodgings  with  this  letter — this  to 
Madam  Belinda — this  to  Mr.  Dropper,  and  lliese  two, 
ig'ving  lellers)  as  directed.       {Kril  Casket.) 

(Eiilrr  BrKTJ.S.) 
So,  alderman,  out  betimes  :  but  'tis  a  etirrtng  day  for  all  of  us. 

Beet.  Right,  friend  ;  and  so  mj  words  shall  be  few. 
Do  you  really  love  my  niece  ? 

Nasii.  I  think  I  may  say, — yes.  ._^    - 

Bbrt.  And  youll  narrj  her? 

Nash.  I  may  venture  to  reply, — no. 

Bkbi^.  And  why  not  ? 

Nash.  Because  whenever  I  marry,  I  am  determined  not 
to  find  all  the  love  myself.  And  I  seriously  think,  if  two 
people  are  to  become  the  same  flesh,  it  shouldn't  happen 
when  there's  the  sli^test  risk  that  one  side  may  have  the 
palsy. 

Bbkt.  You  should  have  weighed  this  before. 

Nash.  Time  enough :  though  sentence  be  passed,  and 
I've  the  noH^ay  in  my  hand,  the  cart's  not  drawn  away. 

Best.  But,  squire,  when  I've  your  written  promise  of 
marrisige? — 

Nash.  Written  )    No — not  a  scratch. 

Bbbt.  I  say,  written  ;  and  your  word  to  boot. 

Nabh.  I  don't  deny  my  word — but  I  find  the  girl  laughs 
at  tne,  and  I  withdraw  it.  A  man's  in  do  danger  as  long  as 
he  talks  his  love,  but  to  write  it  is  to  impale  himself  on  his 
own  pothook  s. 


Debt.  And  here  [thewing  jmper)  you  are,  writhing — 
writhing. 

Njah.  Pfaoo  I  this  is  young  Derby's  scrawl. 

BsET.  Derby's  .'  how  know  you  that  ? 

Nbsh.  He  wrote  it  in  this  room;  wrote  it,  like  aline, 
bold  fellowj  with  my  own  pen  and  ink. 

Bekt.  The  impudent ! — What,  shoot  at  you  witli  your 
own  pinion  ? 

Nash.  Why,  I  mustn't  own  that ;  for  he  wrote  with  a 
goo»e-quill.  And  yet,  why  not?  Confound  me,  I  may  say 
with  the  fellow  in  Chevy-chace — 

"  The  gtvv-t(uoBe  wing  that  was  tlieienn. 
In  my  hearfB-blowl  wii»  wet '." 

Come,  alderman,  that's  happy  ? 
Bbet.  You  cast  off"  BeUnda? 

N'abb.  I'd  cast  off  an  empress,  it'  I  found  she  wanted  to 
Tun  away. 

Bkkt.  But  your  word, — forfeit  your  word  !  A  likely 
hero  for  a  statue. 

not  to  be  one  of  those  heroes  who 
themselves.  I  tell  you,  as  1  lold 
a  tine,  bloomhig  creature,  and 
for  the  match — I  am  sixty-fivf. 
of  truth  should  coni)i(!l 


NA£ti.  Alderman,  I  ci 
win  statues  by  being  stoi 
jrou  yesterday  ;  Belinda 
^— I  can  say  nothing  woi 

Bbst.  But  your  promise  !  A  h 
you  to  the  marriage. 

Xasn.  'Tis  exactly  that  prevents  me. 

Bbbt.  What ! 

Nasu.  a  love  of  truth.     For  when  a  man  takes  a  «■ 
be  swears  she  shall  be  cherished,  and  not  frost-bit. 

BsBT.  I've  clewed  my  doubts;  good  morning.  (Bas- 
appeara  at  boek.)     Yet,  allow  me  to  hint  that  the  family  c 
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»exions  of  Mr.  Baxter — of  Mr.  Baxter,  sir—are  not  to  be 
despised. 

Nabh.  Assuredly  not — {aside]  on  the  highway,  and  the 
moon  down. 

Beet.  He  mayn't  pause  to  take  ten  thousand  pounds. 

Nash.  I  can  answer  for  his  alacrity- 

Bkkt.  And  as  I'm  more  than  ever  opposed  to  Mr.  Derby, 
iiiid  you  fail  in  your  contract,  I'll  immediately  hand  over 
Belinda  and  her  fortune  to  Mr.  Baxter — to  the  nephew  nf 
my  old  and  esteemed  friend.  Lord  Fog,    (Exit.) 

Baxt.  {Coming  dorru.)  Oh,  sir!  did  I  ever  hope  such 
luck! 

Nash.  What !  you  heard  the  alderman  P 

Baxt.  I  couldn't  help  it:  such  words  would  go  through 
flint.     I  must  always  bless  you,  sir. 

Nabh.  Ha!  ha!  You'd  never  carry  on  the  trick  ?  You, 
marry  a  lady— you,  a  half-reformed  rogue  i* 

Baxt.  Ha,  ur  !  but  such  a  match  would  quite  finish  me. 
I'd  marry,  and  suppress  my  "  Life." 

Nash.  To  obtain  ten  thousand  pounds  is  cettainly  to 
have  honesty  made  easy. 

Baxt.  It  must  be ;  for  I  feel  virtuous  only  thinking  of 
it.     You'll  not  stand  in  a  penitent's  way,  sir  ? 

Nash.  But  your  connexions.  Jack  ?  You  have  no  lord  for 
an  uncle? 

Baxt.  I  can't  say  I  have,  or  I  hav'n't.  I  have  heard 
that  the  Baxters  are  an  old  family;  though  I  can't  exactly 
tell  how  we've  been  kept  up. 

Nash.  Doubtless  as  some  plants  are  kept  up— by  slips. 
However,  make  sure  of  the  lady,  and  I  may  manage  for 
your  family.  I  may  safely  say  that  a  race  of  Baxters  came 
in  with  William  the  Conqueror. 
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Baxt.  May  jou,  indeed^  squire  ? 

Nash.  Oh,  yes:  for  there  were  thieves  even  in  Nor- 
mandy. Gk>,  and  do  my  errand :  and  as  you  do  it,  look  for 
my  good  word.  Take  one  of  the  servants ;  point  Tom  La- 
vender out ;  then  let  him  have  my  card  with  compliments 
to  meet  me. 

Baxt.  I'm  off,  sir.  And  your  worship's  honour  will 
stand  my  friend  ?  If  the  alderman  should  inquire  particu- 
larly— 

Nash.  I'll  make  you  a  roost  illustrious  rascal,  depend 
on't.  {ExU  Baxter.)  Now,  but  for  me,  that  fellow's  auda- 
city might  win  a  fortune.  Yes.  I  am  more  convinced ;  the 
true  philosopher's  stone  is  only  intense  impudence.  (Looks 
mi  watch,)  1  shall  have  time  to  work  my  plan.  1*11  first 
dote  young  Derby  ¥rith  a  wholesome  lie  or  two;  lay 
bare  to  his  eyes  the  knaves  who  have  plundered  him — 
marry  him  to  Belinda — and  consign  my  friend  the  marquis 
and  his  fellow  to  the  mercies  of  the  county  turnkey.  Yes 
—1*11  give  up  Belinda.  Alexander  shall  conquer  his  own 
passions.  To  be  sure,  at  sixty-five  the  victory  is  not  so 
difficult 

Derby  is  shewn  in, 
Mr.  Derby,  I  have  heard  of  your  great  loss  ;  you  have  my 
sympathy,  though  it  cannot  bring  back  what  is  gone. 

Dbrb.  (Aside,)  Not  a  shilling ! 

Nash.  Trust  me,  Mr.  Derby,  I  wish  to  console  you. 

Derb.  Console  me !  Can  you  shew  me  how  I  may  re- 
cover my  loss  ? 

Nash.  Recover!  Why  he  has  been  dead  these  three 
days. 

Derb.  Dead !  of  whom— of  what  do  you  speak  ? 

Nash.  Of  your  loss !     Of  your  poor  uncle,  my  friend  ? 
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Dei  Vhat  have  I  to  learn  ?  My  uncle  !  Tell  me, — 
<]iiicldy. 

Nabb.  Apoplexy — dead — I'm  executor. 

Dkrb.  Dead! 

Nash.  Surely,  you  have  no  other  new  calamity  ?  What 
can  have  happened  ?  Come,  you  may  truBt  your  uncle's 
executor. 

Dbrb.  Plainly,  sir,  I  had  last  night  determined  to  By 
with  Belinda.  I  found  her  perverse,— trifling.  The  aa- 
aembly  OTer,  I  watched  ibr  her ;  she,  aa  I  felt,  avoided  me. 
Stung,  in-itflted,  I  dashed  tn  the  tables  ;  I  lost  and  won — lost 
and  won.     My  fortune  turned — I  lost  all  I  had  ! 

Nash.  A  common  case :  then,  of  course,  you  came  away  f 

Drbb.  'Twas  not  enough  to  lose  the  present,  but  I 
staked  the  future.  I  was  in  the  ilevils's  gripe— he  held  me 
fast.  Step  by  step,  he  led  me,  dreaming,  down  the  game* 
ster"*  burning  path,  till  I  awoke  in— perdition. 

Nash.  Coarse  wrards,  Mr.  Derby— coarse  words.  In  the 
language  of  polite  life,  you  anticipated  your  uncle's  bene- 
volence ?  And  the  good  man  has  been  liberal.  A  legacy 
is  left  you— 

Dehb.  a  legacy  '.  Why,  sir,  the  whole  estate, — 

Nash.  Goes  to  another  person.  Vour  uncle  has  led  a 
sura  sufficient  to  buy  you  a  company.  In  a  month,  Belinda 
will  be  of  age,  and  she  has  the  true  spirit  for  a  soldier's  wife. 

Dbbb.  a  legacy  I    Destruction  I 

Nasb.  And  you  set  up  for  a  gamester — you,  with  your 
natural  defects?  Yes,  sir,  defects.  Why,  you  have  a  high 
spirit — quick  blood  and  a  full  heart.  Sir,  I'll  give  you 
some  advice.  For  as  you  have  been  beggared  possibly  by 
rascals,  you  may  be  forced  for  future  bread  to  turn  rascal 
yourself:  don't  be  offended — 'tis  a  common  change.     With 
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such  prospects^  1^11  briefly  imagine  for  you  what  I  consider 
the  perfect  model  of  a  diorough  gamester. 

Dbrb.  Sir^  I  am  your  debtor. 

Nash.  Take  a  skeleton  from  the  box  of  an  anatomist — 
give  its  head  an  immoveable  mask  of  flesh— ^clothe  the  skull 
bat  leave  all  beside  dry  bones— make  it  calculate^  but  not 
feel— give  it  motion,  but  not  life — and  there's  your  model, 
sir,-^there*s  your  trading  gamester. 

Dbrb.  You — you  thus  moralise  I 

Nash.  And  who  more  able — since  for  the  last  thirty  years 
I've  seen  the  death's  heads  at  work  ? 

Dbbb.  Was  this  sermon  studied  for  me  ?  Why  was  I 
sent  for, — why — 

Nash.  I  vrished  to  condole  with  you  on  the  loss  of  your 
unde— «nd  congratulate  you,  since  I  withdraw,  on  your  ap- 
proaching nuptials. 

Dbrb.  A  beggar's  nuptials  ! 

Nash.  Tut !  say  nothing  of  your  loss  to  Belinda,— but 
marry  her :  the  alderman  may  in  time  relent,  and  give  you 
up  her  fortune. 

Dbrb.  Do  you  think  me  so  sunk  in  infamy  ? 

Nash.  Coarse  words  again.  Infamy!  'tis  done  every 
day,  and  called  convenience. 

Dbrb.  And  you  truly  mean  this?— 

Nash.  Behold  the  evidence. 

(Belinda  is  shewn  in.) 
Madam,  I  thank  this  prompt  answer  to  my  letter.     You 
may  now  guess  its  purport.     I  quit  the  field.     Take  hands, 
and  be  happy. 

Bel.  What !  has  the  alderman  consented  ? 

Nash.  On  the  contrary  ;  acquainted  with  my  resignation, 
he  is  now  seeking  another  candidate.    Hearken  to  a  friend's 
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advice;  as  you  are  both  great  criminals,  run,  take  a: 

in  a   church.     Captain    Derby,  again   1  cungratulale  you. 

{Bowi  and  ei'U.) 

Bel.  CHptnin  Derby ! 

Derb.  Belinda— I— (ufif^f]  I  cannot  look  at  her. 

Bel.  What  is  all  this?  Well,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  run 
away  with  me,  or  shall  I  go  hurae  again  ?  Last  night,  I 
awn  I  had  not  wholly  lost  my  jealous  scruples  ;  but  I  have 
since  talked  to  tlie  "  beautiful  Louisa,"  and — and, — yea,  I 
ask  you  to  forgive  me.  Last  night,  I  refused  my  hand  :  to- 
day,  I  frankly  give  it. 

Dbbb.  Last  night,  it  would  have  blest  mc  beyond  ima- 
gination ;  to-day,  I  must  not  take  it. 

Bbl.  Derby  !  Oh,  you  are  changed— ill.  What  has 
happened  ? 

Dehb.  Last  night,  I  cast  away  the  hopes  of  life — to-day, 
I  am  a  beggar. 

Bel.  Take  my  hand ! 

Debb.  I  dare  not — ahould  not.  The  misery  that  must 
track  me  111  endure  alone.  I  will  not  add  to  its  bitterness, 
by  making  you  the  partner. 

Bbl.  Derby! — 

Debb.  No,  Belinda ;  it  mnst  not  be.  Do  not  speak  to  me— 
for  I  feel  s<»>rched  with  shame,  and  cannot  answer.  1  leave 
you  to  a  better,  to  a  happier  man.    {Rushes  info  room  al  side.) 

Bel.  My  idle  jealousy  has  done  this !     I  have  been  vain, 
volatile ;  till  now,  I  never  fully  knew  my  love. 
Enter  Baxteb. 

Baxt.  Tom's  come, — [Seeing  her:  aside.)  Madam  Be- 
linda! Luck  again!  Fortune  must  have  fallen  in  love  with 
me.  Madam, — {aside) — yes,  I'll  begin  the  siege :  at  once, 
throw  a  few  compliments  at  her.  Madam, —  I — I — I  hope 
you  are  well  ? 
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Bbl.  Perfectly  well,  sir. 

Baxt.  The— the-— hem !— >the  alderman^  ma'am^  is  a  fine 
gentleman? 

Bbl.  He  is  fortunate,  sir,  in  your  good  opinion  ! 

Baxt.  {Aside,)  She  seems  a  little  restless. — I  must  fix 
her.  Of  course,  ma'am,  you  have  heard  of  the  alderman's 
dioice? 

Bbl.  His  choice ! 

Baxt.  You  know  the  certain  happy  man  ?     Eh  ! 

Bbl.  Indeed,  sir,  I  am  very  dull :  explain  yourself. 

Baxt.  (Falting  on  his  knees,)    There,  ma'am  ! 

Bbl.  Sir !     What  does  this  mean  ? 

Baxt.  {Aside,)  Well !  I  thought  every  woman  under- 
.stood  that !     Isn't  this  plain,  ma'am  ? 

Bbl.  Rise,  sir — I  command  you. 

Baxt.  Not  all  the  power  of  man  shall  move  me,  ma'am, 
until, — 

Enter  Nash. 

Nash  {to  Baxtbr.)  Jack  ! 

Baxt.  Your  honour ! 

Nash.  You're  a  fool — ^get  out  of  the  way.  Go ; — but  be 
at  hand.     {Exit  Baxter.) 

Bbl.  Tell  me,  sir ;  tell  me  all.     Is  Mr.  Derby, — 

Nash.  Ruined  ?  Oh,  yes :  now,  his  only  hope  must  be  to 
brave  the  alderman,  and  get  your  fortune ;  for  in  his  own 
words,  he  is  a  beggar.  Look :  there  he  sits ;  a  monument 
of  stupid  misery.  Qo,  madam ;  prevail  on  him  to  marry 
you  ;  for  'tis  the  only  desperate  remedy.  {Shews  her  off'.) 
Now, — for  I  have  left  my  philosopher, — 

Enter  Lavender  Tom. 

Tom.  Again  and  again,  squire,  I  apologize. 

Nash.  No,  no — not  a  word. 

f2 
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Tom.  I  confess  myself  a  heathen  for  my  negligence.  Pray, 
put  my  name  down  for  the  distressed  colliers— the  roomn — 
the  hospital — and,  indeed,  for  every  possible  charity.  O/i, 
la  belle  charite  ! 

Xabh.  Munificent.  But,  Mr.  Lavender,  when  1  left  you. 
1  was  about  to  say,  tbat  heating  of  your  last  night's  good 
luck,— 

Tom.  I  hope  'tisn't  generally  published;  creditors  are  su 
apt  to  mngnify  one's  little  successes.  I  speak,  Mr.  Mash,  as 
to  a  man  skilled  in  the  philosophy  of  life. 

Nash.  Oh,  sir  !  The  truth  is,  I  learn  every  thing  by  the 
secret  virtue  of  my  office.     And  as  king  of  Bath, — 

Tom.  By-the-by,  that  white  hat, — he!  he! — is't  not  a 
very  extraordinary  crown  for  your  majesty  ? 

Nash.  Perhaps  it  is:  and  yet  it  has  two  eminent  advan- 
tages ;  it  is  pure,  and  it  is  cheap. 

Tom.  But  why — why  do  you  wear  a  white  hat? 

Nash.  In  confidence,  I'll  tell  you.  I  am — you  must  ad- 
mit— the  monarch  of  a  very  mixed  people.  And  as,  like 
Haroun  Alrsschid,  I  go  at  all  times,  and  in  all  places, 
among  'era,  I  wear  this  very  particular  bat,  that  nobody 

Tom.  Yes,— 

Nash.  Steal  it !  You  will  perceive  that,  like  a  politic  po- 
tentate, I  know  and  am  regulated  by  the  secret  wishes  of  a 
large  body  of  my  subjects.  (Z^oy  his  hat  on  table.)  To  pro- 
ceed :  as  ruler,  I  ought  to  dispense  justice.  You  last  night 
won  a  great  sum  of  young  Derby  ? 

Tom.  The  proof  is  to  come. 

Nabh.  How  ? 

Tom.  I  am  a  simple  fool.  I  won  all  the  loose  cash  he 
had  ;  and  then  I  gave  him  credit.  I'm  to  have  his  bond  to 
be  paid  on  the  death  of  his  uncle.     Now,  as  to  death — 
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Nash.  You  are  quite  safe :  the  poor  man  has  already  one 
1^  in  the  grave. 

Tom.  But  your  people  with  one  leg  in  the  grave,  are  so 
devilish  long  before  they  put  in  the  other.  They  seem  like 
birds,  to  repose  better  on  one  leg. 

Nash.  I  assure  you,  he*s  at  death's  door,  and  must  soon 
be  let  in.     To  begin :  he  has  a  horrible  gout. 

Ton.  Gk>ut  goes  for  nothing. 

Nash.  An  afflicting  asthma. 

Tom.  That's  better. 

Nash.  A  recent  attack  of  dropsy. 

Tom.  Come ;  we  shall  do.     And  yet, — 

NAsh.  And  yet,  if  you  doubt,  and  want  the  bond  cashed, 
I  on  easy  terms  will  do  it 

Tom.  My  dear  squire,  that  is  the  very  best  thing  you 
have  said  yet. 

Nash.  ^Twas  to  make  the  offer  I  sent  for  you.  No 
thanks— it  is   my   duty.     We'll  have  a   bond  dravm  up. 


Tom.  a  curious  chance ;  I  have  something  in  my  pocket, 
—and  was  about  to  wait  on  Derby  for  his  signature,  when 
your  man  accosted  me.  (Gives  paper.)  > 

Nash.  This  appears  to  be  regularly  drawn,— 

Tom.  (Aside),  King !  he's  an  emperor  ! 

Enter  Caskkt,  Wilton,  and  Claptbap. 

Cask.  Sir — this  man — this  player — will  insist — 

Nash.  (To  Wilton.)  How  now,  my  friend !  I  thought 
you  had  your  answer  ? 

Wilt.  (To  Claptrap.)  Now,  fellow,  since  you  have 
confessed  the  trick  to  me, — say,  who  I  really  am. 

Clapt.  Your  honour,  I  made  a  mistake.  This  is  Mr. 
Wilton  ;  a  gentleman  as  I  hear  of  birth  and  means, — and 
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upon  iny  honour,  not  one  of  Mr.  Powel's  company.  (Wil- 
ton gives  Ulleri  to  Nasb.) 

Nash.  Sir,  your  pardon.     And  now,  your  visit — 

Wilt.  1  have  heard  of  the  imprudence  of  Mr.  Derby. 

Ton.  {As'ule.)  Pesle!  'Twill  be  all  over  Bath;  if  so, 
I  can  hardly  hope  to  cheat  Dropper  of  his  lawful  half 

Wilt.  Learning  at  his  lodgings  that  he  was  with  you,  as 
hia  friend  I  sought  him  here.     I  have  also  heard  that  tliis 

Tom.  Person  I    This  is  a  sword,  young  man — 

Nash.  Confound  me!  It  looks  like  one:  and  1  perceive, 
Mr.  Willon,  you  too  seem  armed.  Casket .'  (Caskrt  goes 
to  side  of  Wilton  :  Nash  approaches  Tom  :  lays  one  hand 
on  his  arm,  and  milh  the  ulher  suddenly  draws  hii  sn'ord : 
Casket  at  the  same  moment  takes  sn'ord  from  Wilton.) 
They  are  swords ! 

Wilt.  'Sdeath!  fellow— 

Nabh.  He  is  my  officer — respect  him.  They  are  swords  ; 
I  suffer  no  swords  to  be  worn  in  Bath.  You  are  strangers, 
or  would  have  known  the  law.  No  big  looks,  gentlemen  • 
for,  by  my  honour,  in  my  day  I  have  disarmed  a  full  third 
of  the  bouse  of  lords.- 

Bnter  Baxteb. 

Baxt.  Mr.  Dropper ! 

Nash.  Very  good.  But  you  seek  Mr.  Derby  ?  (To  Wil- 
ton.)    Youll  find  him,  sir,  in  that  room.  (Exit  Wilton.) 

Tom.  Derby  here! 

Nasb.  I  sent  for  him  to  execute  the  bond.  Your  friend 
is  just  jn  time— we  wanted  a  witness. 

Tom.  Why,  indeed,  I  would  rather  that— 
{Enter  Drofpbr.) 
My  dear  Dropper, — pardon  me  an  instant;  I  have  a  few 
words  with  his  honour. 
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Nash.  Pray  take  your  time :  the  deed  is  ready^  Mr.  Derby 
prepared,  and  'tis  but  to  write  a  cheque  for  the  money. 
{Retires  up  with  Baxter  and  Claptrap.) 

Dbopp.  Tom,  (laying  his  hat  an  table,)  that's  my  hat. 

Tom.  I  know  it — ^'tis  a  very  old  acquaintance. 

Dropp.  Humph!  you*d  use  your  old  friends  like 
hats ;  put  'em  on  and  off  as  it  served.  Ther^  it  is,  I  tell 
yoo,  and  I  don't  leave  you  until  I  have  my  share  of  the 

Tom.  SpoU! 

Dropp.  Come,  all  Bath's  ringing  with  it,  and  yet  you'd 
dieat  me.     Last  night's  spoil ! 

Tom.  Upon  my  honour, — 

Dropp.  Your  honour !    Do  you  mean  to  insult  me  ? 

Tom.  My  dear  friend^  you  are  so  vulgar — so  prejudiced. 
Of  course,  you  share  :  of  course  (aside)  you  do  not. 

Dropp.  Well,  it's  enough  to  make  one  hate  mankind. 
There  is  no  friendship ! 

Nash.  (Aside  to  Baxter.)  And  the  ladies, — they  are 
here? 

Baxt.  Safe  at  hand. 

Tom.  (Aside.)  I  wonder  that  his  majesty  patronises 
Baxter. 

Dropp.  (Aside,)  No !  There  can  be  no  deceit  in  Jack  ! 
And  yet  'tis  such  a  world  ! 

(Enter  Derby.) 
Mr.  Derby ! 

Dbrb.  (To  Tom.)  Have  you  dogged  me  here? 

Tom.  Dogged  !     I  believe,  Mr.  Derby,  you  owe  me — 

Dbrb.  What,  it  matters  little;  my  only  hope  is  lost — I 
am  a  beggar.  Still,  I  will  sign  the  bond,  and  thus  place  my 
liberty  in  your  hands — I  am  at  your  mercy. 
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Tom.  Liberty— ^nercy  !     What,  air,  is  there  no  money  ? 

DsBB.  None. 

Tom.  Sir, — thia  is  infamous.  Am  I  to  be  robbed, 
sir?— 

Nash.  I  am  shocked — thunderstruck.  {Atide  to  Ton.) 
I  am  like  you  a  ph'tciopher — you  therefore  have  my  sym- 
pathy, I  am  a  man  of  the  world,  jou  shall  have  my  ail- 
vice.     'Tis  but  a  feint ;  he  has  money — srreot  him. 

Tom.  That's  true  philosophy— I  will. 

Nash.   [Calling  off.)  John — send  up  the  officers. 

Tom.  Officers  !  here  !    But  first,  proceedings — 

Nash.  Oh,  the  sheriff  will  be  here  with  the  corporation  ; 
and  as  a  man  of  honour,  Air.  Derby  will   sign  and  wait.      I 
feel  compromised,  and  take  all  responsibility  on  myself. 
Enter  Opficehs. 

Nash.  (PdmJi'i^  toToM.)  Secure  that  mui. — (Officers 
itize  him.) 

Ton.  A  mistake!     That    (jmnling    to   Debbv)    is    the 

Nash.  Officers — hold  fact !    You  are  quite  right. 

Tom.  Mr.  Nash!  VaautUabU!  {BreakifromOrPiCBUS: 
seiiet  a  taordfrom  the  table,  and  it  making  off,  tvken  he  it 
encountered  by  Nash,  who  with  the  other  sward  disarmt  him  : 
ToufalU.) 

Nash.  Oflicera,  pick  up  Lavender  Tom.  (Dropper,  on 
the  appearance  of  the  Officbrs,  in  mistake,  hurriedly  teizet 
the  hat  ^  Nash,  and  is  about  to  escape :  he  is  arrested  by 
Baxter,  Claptrap,  and  Casket.) 

Clap.  A  little  mistake  :  you've  taken  his  honour's  hat ! 

Nabb.  Marquis,—!  told  you  there  was  a  significance  in 
ray  white  hat.     Hold  him,  too. 

To.ii,  But  why  is  this— why  ? 
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Nabh.  Why  ?— Ladies  !— 

{Enter  Mrs.  Coral^  Louisa,  Belinda^  and  Wilton.) 
I>o  you  know  this  ring  ? 

Mb8.  C.  (Seeing  Tom.)  That  is  the  man  who  swore  in 
French. 

Nash.  Do  you  know  these  htdies  ? 

Tom.  No! 

Nash.  Do  you  know  this  ring  ? 

Tom.  No. 

Dbopp.  I  do ;  for  I  see  Baxter  has  trapped  us.  I  took  it 
from  that  hidy,  with  twenty  guineas.    The  marquis  had  half. 

Tom.  a  lie. 

Dropp.  Look  in  his  pocket — {They  search  Tom,  and 
Jind  purse.) 

Mrs.  C.  My  purse  ! 

Dropp.  You  know,  Caesar  went  halves.  You'd  have 
tricked  me,  Tom ;  now,  we  are  even  ;  and  may  yet  hang 
good  friends. 

-   Tom.  This  comes  of  your  vulgar  avarice.     It  has  lost  us 
every  thing. 

Nash.  No,  marquis  ;  there  is  yet  one  thing  to  console 
you, — philosophy.  Away  with  them.  (Tom  and  Dropper 
are  taken  off.) 

Dbrb.  What  is  all  this  ? 

Nash.  A  little  offering  of  mine  to  justice.  And  now,  sir, 
you  see  the  knaves  who  would  have  plundered  you  ? 

Derb.  I  am  lost  in  wonder  at  your  kindness. 

Bel.   Vou  are  all  goodness. — 

Nash.  I  can't  say, — I  killed  a  man  this  morning.     Mr. 
Derby,  I  ask  your  uncle's  pardon  :  though  I  believe  I  am 
clown  for  liis  executor,  as  yet  there  is  happily  no  need  of 
*ny  services. 
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Ealfr  Bbetlr. 

Beet.  So  madam !  I  find  you  here — in  the  house  of  the 
man  who  rejects  you. 

Bei.-  True,  air  ;  and  yet  I  hope  to  escape  the  willow — 
tor  here  is  the  gentleman  who  has  accepted  me. 

Baxt.  {Aside  to  Nabq.)  Now,  your  worship  ;  a  word  to 
the  alderman. — 

"Nash.  Alderman  Beetle,  Mr.  Banter, — 

Beet.  Mr.  Baxter  there  is  my  niece  :  if  I  please  she  has 
ten  thousand  pounds.  I  know  your  family  to  be  an  ho- 
nourable, ancient — 

Nash.  Alderman  if  any  doublt!  exist  with  the  heralds, 
here  is,  written  by  Mr.  Baxter  himself,  his  whole  life,  cha- 
racter, and  behaviour. — {Taking  MS.  from  his puck-ef.) 

Baxt.  {SualckiHg  the  MS.)  I  scratch  a  poor  hand  ;  when 
the  book  is  printed,  I'll  send  n  copy.  In  the  nic.m  lime, 
alderman,  I  wouldn't  atand  between  madam  Belinda  and 
Mr.  Derby.     No, — I  wouldn't — upon  my  honour.     (Ej-iV.) 

NAaH.  Why,  alderman,  'tis  not  Mr.  Baxter  from  RtafTord- 
shire,  but  Jack  Baxter,  a  poor  rogue  from  Tunbridge,  who 
has  played  my  spy — who  hat  enabled  me  to  save  young 
Derby,  that  he  may  be  worthy  of  your  niece.  Come ! 
there's  no  help  for  it :  shall  I  join  their  hands. 

BsKT.  If  it  mu«t  be  so — and  you  will  answer  for  the 
gentleman's  reformation  i 

Drrb.  {To  Nabh.)  Trust  me,  air,  you  may.  I  forswear 
play  for  ever. 

Nash.  I  believe  you,  and  will  be  your  surety.  But  here 
are  two  other  turtles,  who  though  silent,  talk  very  elo- 
quently. Mrs.  Coral,  you  are  a  woman  of  discretion : 
what's  to  be  done  i 

M»a.  C.  My  brother,  sir,  is  a  very  reasonable  person ; 
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and  if  you're  sure  the  gentleman  is  not  of  Mr.  Powel's 
oomfNUiyy^    {Music  and  shouts  without.) 

Bbbt.  Hark  !  The  procession  to  attend  you  to  the  rooms. 
Come ;  all  Bath  will  be  there  to  see  your  statue. 

Nabh.  My  statue!  May  I  die^  but  now  the  time  is 
caanej  I  tremble  to  face  the  honour.  What  have  I  done 
that  I  should  stand  in  marble  ?  I'm  a  king  to  be  sure^  and 
diink  the  best  of  all  governments  is  that  of  peace  and  good- 
humour.  'Tis  true^  I  declare  war  against  nothing  but 
meanness — scandal — and  ill-temper.  If  I  mix  with  knaves 
'tis  to  make  knaves  fall.  Certain^  my  kingdom  isn't  large^ 
but  I  shaVt  with  my  brother  of  Macedon  weep  for  new 
empires — so  I  can  keep  all  within  my  little  realm  happy  in 
themselves^  and  at  charity  with  all  the  world  besides.  If^ 
as  monarchy  I  can  do  this,  it  must  be  owned  though  my 
•ceptre  be  a  feather,  'tis  a  bright  one,  and  may,  perhaps, 
continue  to  be  swayed  by  gay 
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THE  FORCE  OF  NATURE. 


ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

*4  handsome  apartment — -folding  doors  in  the  flat  scene : 
a  large  table  covered  fmth  a  rich  clothy  upon  which  are 
writing  materials^  ladies'  rcork  hoxes^  Sfc, 

Countess  D'Harville  and  Matilda  discovered  seated — 
the  Countess  is  working  on  canvass  with  colored 
worsted,     Matilda  is  reading. 

Countess.     Well,  Matilda,  you  are  tired  of  reading? 

Mat.     No,  but  I  was  thinking,  Aunt — 

Countess.     Of  what,  child? 

Mat.  This  romance — how  singular  !  the  resemblance 
which  the  story  of  the  hero  bears  to  that  of  Frederick — an 
unknown  orphan — from  infancy  indebted  for  every  thing  to 
the  kindness  of  a  stranger,  as  he  is  to  you. 

Countess.  {fPlth  a  little  embarassment,)  Yes,  'tis  pos- 
sible-—there  may  be  some  similarity. 

Mat.     But  FU  proceed. 
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Countess.  Not  now — ^youmay  fatigue  yourself— besides, 
it  must  be  abnost  breakfast  bour 

Mat.  Provoking !  I'm  so  anxious  to  know  what  becomes 
of  tbe  poor  youth  ;  be  is  so  good — so  amiable — just  like 
Frederick. 

Countess.  Frederick  again !  why  his  name  is  for  ever  in 
your  mouth.  Listen  to  me,  Matilda,  and  attentively  if  you 
can. 

Mat.     Yes,  if  1  can. 

Countess.  You  take  too  much  interest  in  Frederick— he 
is  certainly  a  deserving  youth — ^but  a  young  lady  of  your 
birth  ought  to  be  more  reserved. 

Mat.     How!  Madam? 

Countess.  I  intended  to  have  spoken  to  you  on  this  sub- 
ject— some  evenings  ago,  you  recollect,  we  were  at  the 
Opera — I  did  Frederick  the  honor  U^  admit  him  to  my  box  ; 
my  nephew,  the  Count  de  Beauvais,  was  there  also,  who,  in 
spite  of  some  youthful  follies,  is  one  of  the  most  accomplished 
— most  admired — 

Mat.     Well,  Aunt,  what  of  all  this  tome? 

Countess.  'Tis  a  great  deal  to  you,  Matilda,  and  1  desire 
1  may  not  be  interrupted,  1  have  designs  in  view  for  you 
child,  which — but,  to  return  to  the  Opera — ^you  did  no- 
thing but  laugh  and  chat  the  whole  evening  with  Frederick — 
quite  a  shame — people  never  laugh  at  the  Opera — and,  when 
we  were  leaving,  it  was  Frederick's  arm  you  took,  without 
even  noticing  the  Count,  who  offered  you  his.     {They  rlae?) 

Mat.     And  am  I  to  blame  because — 

Countess.  It  was  not  right — you  must  think  of  your 
rank— - 

Mat.     But  how  could  it  derogate  from  my  rank  to— 

Countess.  I  repeat  it — it  is  necessary  upon  ever}'  occa- 
sion to  consult  the  laws  of  etiquette. 
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Mat.  I  consult  nothing  but  my.  heart,  and  I  am  sure  if 
you  knew  how  grateful  Frederick  is  to  you— how  much  he 
loves  you. 

Countess.  I  believe  it,  Matilda — at  least,  I  should  wish 
to  believe  it— and  yet,  to  say  nothing  of  my  position — I  do 
not  find  in  him  that  solicitude  to  please  me — tliose  attentions 
which  I  think  I  have  a  right  to  expect  from  a  young  man  who 
owes  me  all. 

Mat.     But,  Aunt — 

Countess.  My  house  is  his — ^my  drawing  room  is  always 
open  to  him,  where  he  might  form  his  manners  to  the  tone 
of  the  best  society ;  yet  he  scarcely  ever  condescends  to  ap- 
pear at  my  Soirees. 

Mat.     Your  Soirees  are  very  fine  to  be  sure,  but  to  say 
the  truth,  they  are  not  always  very  amusing. 
Co  u  NTEss .     Matilda ! 

Mat.  To  a  young  man,  I  mean : — to  hear  nothing  talked 
of  but  the  antiquity  of  our  race — ^the  gallant  deeds  of  the 
D'Harville's — for  myself,  who  have  the  honor  to  be  one  of 
the  same  stock,  L  assure  you  that  sometimes — 
Countess.  What  do  you  mean,  Matildaf 
Mat.  Only,  that  it  is  not  unnatural — Frederick,  who  is 
young,  impatient,  and  giddy — for  he  is  giddy.  I  acknowledge 
— but  his  heart  makes  amends  for  all. 

Countess.  Why,  what  do  you  know  of  his  heart,  child  i 
Mat.  {fFarmit/,)  I  know.  Aunt,  that  the  day  your 
horses  took  fright,  my  cousin,  De  Beauvais,  contented  him- 
self with  calling  for  assistance,  but  Frederick  threw  himself 
before  the  fiery  animals,  and  saved  your  life  at  the  risk  of  his 
own. 

Countess.     Indeed ! 

Mat,     Ay,  indeed— and  not  to  alarm  you  with  the  sight 


of  Ilia  bleeding  hands  and  torn  garments  he  flew  away  en~ 
joining  me  to  keep  the  secret. 

CousTKSs.  You  did  wrong,  Matilda — what  !  I  not  know 
of  this ! — Frederick ! 

Mat.  Between  ouraeives.  Aunt,  you've  a  certain  air  ol" 
ilit^tiily  about  you  that  iatiinidates  him  a  little.  He  has  often 
BHid  to  me  as  we  chatted  together — 

CousTKss.     Ay-ay ! 

Mat.  Yes;  I  suppose  be  don't  find  the  same  intimidating 
air  of  dignity  in  me.  "  Ah !"  he  hu  nid,  "  wbj  twTe  i  no 
means  of  proving  m;  grathade  to  mj  benefitcbvn :  if  the 
were  married,  I  could  foHow  her  husband  to  the  annj — I 
could  shed  my  own  blood  to  preeerve  bis  life." 

CouNTBSs.    Didheaajsof 

Mat.  Yes,  Aunt — and  that  brought  to  my  mind  a  re- 
flection I  had  never  made  before — why  were  yon  never 
married  ? 

CousTEss.  (Embarassed.)  Why! — eh! — pooh!  that's 
a  childish  {question. 

Mat.     Yet  it  seems  to  me  that  with  beauty    and  a  iioLle 

Countess.  When  one  has  a  noble  name,  niece,  ue  can't 
do  better  than  preaer\-e  it — but  I  see,  you  have  the  itieas  of 
your  mother,  who,  though  my  sister,  preferred  marrying  a 
plebeian,  to  remaining  in  a  state  of  honorable  celibacy  :  he 
was  rich — to  be  sure, — nothing  more. 

Mat.     He  loved  my  mother,  and  made  her  liapjiv. 

CovNTKSs,  Tut!  that's  no  excuse — happiness  could  not 
justify  such  a  fault. 

Mat.  {In  n  atrestinif  tone.)  And  yet  without  that 
fault  perhaps  you  would  not  now  have  a  niece  who  loves  you 
in  her  heart. 
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C^DKTtfls.  {EmbrtKinff  her.)  True,  true  my  dear  Ma- 
tilils — but  here  conies  Frederick  I  Buppose,  at  last — 'tU  at 
le«*l  two  lioiirs  since  I  aent  for  him. 

Mai.     (DiBap/Hiiniediy.)     No— it'a  only  Pbili]>. 
Enter  PniLtP  earry'm;]  a  parcel  of  paper  n. 

C'ouMTKs.     Wei!,  Philip,  what  have  you  there  ? 

Phil.     Letters — newspapers — and  the  month's  accounts. 
{Handing  tkv  papers.') 

CouKTKBs.  Thank  you,  Philip,  {Takiruf  the  letters 
iind  turespapers.)  Aa  to  the  accounts  I  need  take  no  trouble 
with  them. 

Phil.     But  you  need  though — mustn't  they  be  signed  ? 

CotiKTMs.     Oh  '.  if  that  be  all— 
{GinJtff  111  thr  tidite  and  preparing  to  sign  the  papers  Ihtil 

Philip  places  befttre  her.) 

Pbil,  What  I  B^  without  reading! — no.  no,  I'll  not 
auffir  that. 

CoiJKTUS.     With  you  'tis  quite  unnecessary. 

Hat.  What  a  pity  Philip  is  only  a  steward  ;  be  (lught  lo 
b«  at  least  Lord  treasurer. 

Countess.  If  integrity  conferred  nobility,  Philip  woidd 
lie  the  noblest  man  in  the  land. 

Phil.  Hum!  and  if  1  were,  who  knowa  how  long  I 
should  be  an  honest  one. 

Countess.  Come,  come,  your  cynical  humour  cnnnot 
maka me  under-value  what  I  owe  you. 

Pun..     Pshaw! 

Cot\TKSS.  Have  I  not  the  reputation  of  being  mistress  of 
twice  the  fortune  that  I  really  possess  ?  though  my  expanses 
are  great  I  am  never  in  debt,  «nd  have  alwrays  money  »t 
command. 

Phil,     Ko  great  merit  in  that,  if  one  only  keeps  m  miJ«l 
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that  two  and  two  make  four — ^but  come— no  more  parleying 
— ^read. 

C0UNTX88.    Since  it  must  be  so.  {ExammtB  the  (Mccounis.) 

Mat.  Well,  Philip,  you  have  one  privilege  above  even 
the  noblest  of  my  aunt*s  most  noble  relatives ;  you  can  con- 
tradict— ^nay,  scold  her,  without  ever  making  her  angry. 

Countess.  ^Still  looking  ai  the  papers.  J  What's  here 
f  Beads  J  "  Given  in  charity,  by  the  Countess  D'Harville, 
six  thousand  francs" — ^that's  more  than  double  the  usual  sum. 

Phil.  We  had  more  than  double  the  usual  quantity  of 
frost  and  snow  this  winter ;  and  I  thought  it  would  be  as 
much  to  the  credit  of  your  illustrious  house,  that  its  gates 
should  be  as  well  known  to  the  indigent  as  the  great 

Countess.  {Rising  and  reading  with  a  smile.)  Hey ! 
what's  here? — "To  poor  disbanded  soldiers." 

Phil.  Ay,  some  of  my  brave  companions,  remnants  like 
myself  of  the  victorious  army  of  the  Rhine  and  Moselle — 
We  ought  to  do  something  for  those  who  were  there. 

Countess.  Yes,  Philip,  any  thing^-every  thing — is  it  not 
to  the  generous  devotion  of  one  of  them  I  am  indebted  for 
my  life  ? 

Phil.     Well,  I  didn't  mean  to  put  you  in  mind  of  it  now. 

Mat.  I  forgot  that — Philip  you  have  a  right  to  scold  my 
aunt  as  often  as  you  choose,  and  me  too  if  you  have  any 
fancy  for  it. 

Countess.  {Reading.)  "  Allowance  to  Frederick — five 
hundred  francs" — that's  too  much  for  a  month. 

Phil.  I  say  it's  too  little :  you  have  brought  him  up*  and 
protected  him — I  suppose  you  don't  mean  to  do  the  business 
by  halves — he  must  have  masters— a  man  without  fortune 
has  need  of  much  to  recommend  him  in  the  world. 

Countess.    That's  what  I  wish  you  would  impress  upon 
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I  have  placed  jou  near  him,  Philip,  as  a  guide,  a 
friend,  and  I  have  reason  lo  coini>laiii  of  him,  and  of  )-ou 
loo — you  spoil  him — you  are  not  half  severe  enough — I  find 
be  keeps  improper  hours. 

Phil.     [Embartisaed.)     Eh!  how! 

CovKTKsa,     I  did  not  see  him  the  whole  of  yesterday. 

Phil.     Indeed! 

CoL'KTBss.  This  morning  I  sent  for  him,  hut  he  has  no) 
made  his  appearance  yet. 

Phil.  Perhaps  he  was  out  early — something  about  liirs 
law  studies — how  do  you  know,  when  you  think  he's  from 
boine  that  he  isn't  sitting  up  all  night  at  his  hooks  ? 

Mat.     There,  Aunt — and  perhaps  he'll  injure  his  health. 

CoLSTKss,  1  never  thought  of  that — I  don' I  Hke  it — III 
forbid  htm  to  study  so  hard. 

Phil,     {jijtarr.)     I'm  afraid  it's  a  useless  trouble. 

CocMTEss.  I^Takint/  ajiurse/rom  a  imall eoffrr  un  ilir 
tahle.)  There — there's  a  quarter's  allowance  for  him,  and 
d'ii-e  hear,  Philip,  recommend  economy,  regularity,  and 
good  conduct. 

Phil.  I  will,  but  you,  on  your  side,  must  be  a  httle 
more  indulgent. 

CovBT.  {Spfaka  without.)  Not  breakfasted  yei ! — I'm 
in  luck. 

CouNTKss.     My  Nephew,  I  declare. 
£nter  the  Covin  ok  Bkauvais  in  an  eleganl  faahiomAIr 

mornitiji  ilre»»  preceded  by  a  Sereanl.  irho  annountvu. 

— Philip  i#  at  eke  tat'/e  oeciipied  in  arrangmg  hiKpu/iers. 

Sbr.     The  Count  D'Hnr\itle  de  Beauvais. 

Court.  tTakini/  the  Countest'f  hand.)  1  have  the  htmor 
lo  salute  my  most  sublime  Aunt ;  happy  to  see  my  exquisite 
couiin : — You  see,  up  with  the  larks  to-day ;  eh  !  can  hard- 


12  xaa  PORcx  of  hatdbb. 

!>'  think  it'a  myself;  to  be  on  foot  with  the  rest  of  the  world 
— t'Ursedly  vulgar  * 

CauNTsait,     How  has  it  happened,  Nephew  ? 

Count.  Took  time  by  the  forelock;  didn't  go  to  bed  at 
all  ;  Hiire  way  to  pass  fi»  aa  early  riser. 

Phu.     (Apart)     He'll  not  be  called  to  account  for  his 

M\T.     Pretty  habits.  Count  de  Beauvaia ! 

CoL'NT.  Spare  me,  eousin;  I'm  a  sad  dog,  Ikuow;  but 
there  are  so  many  ball«  this  winter ;  and  then  the  nights 
are  so  short — aad  life  too — {Humiaing  an  air.) 

Mat.     That  you're  determined  to  make  it  a  merry  one. 

Countess.     You'll  breakfast  with  ua,  Count? 

Mat.     I'll  go  and  hasten  it,  Auni.  \_Exil  Matilda. 

{Couiitets  ait»  at  table,  andiignt  the  ptvpert,  tm  Philip 
puts  them  before  her.) 

Count.  Yea,  just  popped  in  to  take  your  chocolate,  and 
to  give  you  my  thanks  ;  you  have  seen  Aaron,  eh  *  that 
Prince  of  usurers. 

CouNTBss.     (Gravely.)     I  see  him  too  often  of  late,  Ne- 

CovNT.  Not  my  fault,  upon  my  soul ;  English  horses 
are  so  devilish  dear !  they  and  the  opera  will  positively  be 
my  ruin — that  is — the  (Aside.)  opera  dancers. 

Countess.     You  are  really  too  extravagant. 

CouKT.  I  say  so  to  myself,  everyday;  when  I  see  the 
money  slipping  through  my  fingers  like  quicksilver;  but 
hang  it,  counting  is  so  plebeian  a  trick— such  bad  taste  in  a 
man  of  rank ! 

Phil.  (Atide.)  True,  when  it's  not  his  own  money 
he's  spendii^. 

Count.     One  must  do  something  to  be  talked   of,  you 
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low;  pity  there's  no  war!  the   thing   might   be  luanaged 
llieaper ;  I  could  cover  my  brows  with    laurels,  or   get  my 
8  blown  out. 

CoDSTKSs.     How  !  expose  your  life !  you,  the  last  of  the 
D'Harvitles !     No,  no,  nephew  ;  and  now  we  are  upon  that 
c:hapter,    I    must   say,  you    arc  too   rash — too   hot-headed 
for  the  sole  representative  of  our  house ;  what   is  this  ad- 
venture thai  was  buzzed  about  laat  night,  in  every  saloon  ? 
CocNT.     Ha,  hn!  what  you  heard  of  it  then? 
CotrNTBss.     Yes,  and  I  was  exceedingly  alarmed. 
Court.     Tut,  you    know  I   never    miss     my    man;  and 
there  was  no    help   for   it;  you    shall  judge; — Among  the 
lovely  nymphs  of  Terphsichore  at  the  Opera,  I   discovered 
one,  with  the  aid  of  my  glass,  whose  brilliant  charms  threw 
all  beside  ber  into  shade  -.  such  a   figure !   such  an   instep  ! 
such  a  ravishing  foot ! 
CousTMS.     Oh  fie.    nephew  ! 
^^      CoCKT.     Don't   be  afraid — I'll   skim  over   the  rest;   in 
^Lriiort,  she  was  a  perfect  Venus!      I  was  told  1  had  a  rival. 
^K    Phil.     Count  D'Harvilie  a  rival! 

^^L  CotTKT.  I  thought  it  impossible  too,  Philip— but  this  is 
^^■n  age  of  wonders : — 1  flew  to  my  divinity — she  was  in  her 
^H^Oudoir,  turned  the  handle  of  the  door  to  enter,  it  was 
^"locked — and  presently  a  sqiieAking  peacock  %-oice  within 
cries  out: — '  Wbo's  there?' 
CouxruM.     Good  heavens! 

Count.  The  thing  was  clear — another  would  bave  made 
a  blow  up — 1  took  it  coolly  :  not  being  able  to  hand  my 
card  to  the  gentleman,  I  wrote  with  a  pencil  upon  tlie  door : 
•  The  lover  of  my  mistress  is  an  ass — I  wait  for  him  in  the 
wood.' — D'Harvillbdr  Bbauvaii. 
CouNTKss.  And  did  he  come? 
CocHT.     Betler  than   that — no   less    ihan    three    rame. 


IJ 
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n  short. 


Each  had  taken  tny  note  to  himself- 
of  circular. 

Countess.     ( Rising  agitated).    And  you  fought? 

Count.     To  be  sure  I  did — with  the  whole  three:  wounded 
one — disarmed  the  second — and  brenkfasted  with  the  third 


inded  ^ 


Countess. 

Breakfast  with 

who  might  have  been 

your  murdprc 

Count. 

wej        V 

-B  ever  since— duels  are 

charming  1 

>ke  fri 

'eand  death;  last  night 

we  were  t 
the  bye,  1 

k  there. 

Phil. 

codittbs 

Phil.     He's  mistaken — 'tis  not  possible. 

Court.  So  pouible  though  that  I  spoke  to  him ;  Gad  I 
was  astonished  myself  to  meet  him  in  such  a  place. 

Countess.     {Looks  angry.)     How's  this?     (ToPhilip.) 

Phil.  And  what  harm,  that  oup  of  his  age  should  take 
amusemeat  for  an  hour  or  so  ? 

Count.  Faith  no — for  an  hour  or  so,  as  you  say — but  a 
whole  night  of  it! 

Countess.    What !   out  all  niglit ! 

Count.  Twas  six  o'clock  this  morning  when  t  came 
away,  and  I  left  him  in  the  thick  of  it. 

Phil.     (Apart).     Devil  confound  his  babbling  tongue ! 

CoONTBSs.  So,  Philip,  this  is  the  way  he  injures  bis 
health  by  studying !  vastly  well!  but  the  house,  nephew — 
I  suppose,  that  was  unobjectionable? 

Count.    Hum!  so,  so. 

PaiL.    Wasn't  the  Count  there? 

Count.  Oh,  that's  another  thing ;  tee  go  every  where ; 
but  a  poor  devil  who  hasn't  a  sous  in  his  pocket — however, 
I  say  nothing— DO  wish  to  injure  the  boy. 


I 


I 
I 
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Phil.  Nay — oay,  out  with  it  all,  aad  don't  let  worse  be 
imagined  than  needs— even  if  there  should  be  oa  opera  dau- 
tw  at  the  bottom  of  it !     {Poinledly.) 

CotNTEss.     Philip,  the  count  is  not  siieaking  to  you. 

CotiBT.  No  toatter — let  him  indulge  his  eloquence — a 
rare  talent  in  a  steward!  I  suppose  you  pay  dear  for  such  a 
luxury. 

PuiL.  Kot  quite  so  dear  as  people  are  souetimea  made 
to  jiay  for  impertinence. 

CofHTBw.  Silence,  Philip — you  forget  yourself;  come 
nephew— have  a  care  before  Matilda — not  a  hint  of  this 
afiair  to  her,  or  all  our  projects — 

Cot'KT.  Bah !  what  is  it  alter  all  * — a  bagatelle  for  a 
bachelor— but  when  I'm  married — 

CoC3TE$g.     I  hope  you  will  be  wiser. 

CoinsT.     Surely,  surely,  wise  enough  to  hold  my  tongue. 

CoUKTEss.  (LtiiF  to  Philip. J  I'm  displeased !  your 
um,    nephew, — much   displmsed  ! 

\^Exettrtt  Count  and  Counlett  nl  bottom, 

PniL.  (^tortr.)  'Much  displeaaed'— hum,  big  words! 
•top  a  man's  mouth — this  prating  coxcomb,  with  his  tales, 
and  his  airs  of  contempt — contempt  for  Frederick  I  the 
boy's  in  fault,  I  don't  deny  it ;  but  that's  her  aSaii  and 
mine.  Poor  fellow!  his  three  months — fireighing  the 
pttrte  trhich  he  holils.)  not  very  heavy  !  and  now,  not  a 
■QUI  in  addition  to  hope  for !  fLimking  round  him  and 
rummaging  hit  pocket  J  Well!  it's  the  time  to  give  him 
a  helping  hand — my  store  of  ammunition  is  not  very  great 
to  be  sure ;  but  with  a  litlle  economy  one  may  always 
have  a  charge  or  two  for  the  use  of  a  friend — ( Takea  out  a 
roulean  of  SttpoUmn',  puts  tnme  tn  the  piimt:)  Where 
tiu devil  can  he  have  paased^the   night /^aud  not  home; 
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yet;  I'm  angry— mad  with  him — f He  ttopg pultiny  in  thr 
money.)  yet,  perhaps  it  nns  not  his  uwn  fault:  Pshaw! 
may  as  well  give  it  him  a\l—f Entptyinff  the  rouleau,)  It 
savea  trouble-^ 

Enter  Fkedbrick  oni/ Josxpa,  h. 

Fbed.  Go,  Joseph — put  this  note  into  her  work  basket, 
or  her  drawing  ease — but  mind,  on  your  life,  let  no  one 
see  you — and  there's  my  last  piece. of  gold. 

Phil.     'Tib  he! 

[Frederick  placet  hie  hat  and  cane  on  the  table.) 

Freu.     She  will  know  all — but  when  1  am  far  away. 

{Hepatreit  t/te  room—'<ind  fhroms  himself  into  a  cka^,) 

Phil,  f^t  bottom  of  Ihr  scene,  lo  the  right — obaerv- 
ing  Frederick,  and  approadutig.)  How  hagBard  be  lotdu! 
aa  much  knocked  tip  as  if  he  had  made  a  forced  march  of 
B  hundred  leoguU !  poor  boy.1 . 

Fred.  Perbaps  »he  will  pity  me  (Seeing  Philip.)  Ha ! 
Philip. 

Phil.  {Changinff  hit  tone.)  So !  you're  here  at  last — 
zounds!  have  yon  no  shamet  iQ  you  ? 

Fred.  Spare  your  remonitrancea,  Philip — I'm  not  in  a 
humour  to  hear  them  Aow, -  > 

Phil,  But  you  Ufust  hear  &em  in  spite  of  your  humour 
—what  sort  of  a  lifle  i<  this  you're  leading— to  give  us  all  so 
much  vexation^— «nd  your— the  Countess  in  particular. 

Feed.  {Siting  nrith  animation.)  The  Countess  aay  you 
—eh !  what,  Philip— does  she  know — 

Phil.  She  knows  all — I  have  had  a  pretty  budget  of  ties 
to  invent,  excusing  you— what  I  never  did  for  myself :— but 
they  were  of  no  use — she  would  hear  nothing — she's  in  a 
ftiry. 

Freu.     Well  then,    it   wanted   but  this — I   could   have 
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nved  all — I  had  taken  tny  resolution — but  she  discards  me 

■•he,  for  whom  I  would  have  sacrificed  my  life. 

Phil.  That's  right — but  do  you  care  nothing  for  what 
ne* — your  firm  ally — who,  in  your  absence  or 
nee,  is  ever  ready  to  fight  your  bsttle* ! 

Frkd.     Forgive  me,  Philip— I'm  ungrateful— mad — but 

a  I  help  it — I  am  miserable. 

Phii..     You,  miserable !  (Sterntif.)  I  understand,  young 

m,  yon  have  been  playing  some  pretty  pranks. 

Frbd.     One  single  error  has  led  to  twenty  others. 
I    Phil.     So— that  soimds   well  for  a  beginning:  but  let's 

x-eed  with  method — what's  the  first  on  the  muster  roll  ? 

FosD.     I'm  ill  love. 

In  love ! — hum ! — well,  one  must  be  so  now  and 
again — no  great  harm  in  that,  provided  the  fit  don't  last  too 
long. 

Fred.     But  'tis  with  one  whose  rank  places  her  at  such  a 

Pshaw!  you're  not  the  first  handsome  young 
ld«  who  has  got  over  Uie  distance  by  s  short  cut,  and 
■  bdy— 
^Frkd.  1  dare  not  name — I  would  even  hide  it  from  my- 
-oh,  Philip,  how  paini'ul  to  feel  one's  heart  burn  with 
ItiR  aobic  thirst  of  distinction ;  to  feel  conscious  of  the 
|)ower  to  excel,  and  yet  to  see  incensnntly  an  invincible  ob- 
■lacle— awall  of  iron,  repelling  every  effort— to  be  iiamc- 
— nameless !  that  dreadful  word  seetns  for  ever  ringing 


tiL.     Tut,  tut — IS  not  honor  in  the  reach  of  every  one 

o  has  the  boldiieas  to  grasp  it — who  asfu  anvt  from  what 

a  mail  sets  out — they  look  only  to  the  point  he  reaches. 

n.     Vain  words!  I  feel  myself  weighed  down  undwa 
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load  of  humiliation;  an  object  of  contempt  to  all  the' titled 
coxcombs  who  are  welcomed  liere-r?4hi8  house  is  become 
odious  to  mo    and,  in  despair,  I  rushed  to  the  gaming  table! 

Phil.    What!  played! 

Fred.    Likeafool!  like  a  madman! 

Phil.  ^MaurnfuUg^UMv^^JkishandJAhl  Frederid^this 
is  indeed  bad,  very  bad — no  need  toask  you  if  you  hav«  lost 

Fred.    More  than  I  can  eves  pay ! 

Phil.  I  ought  to  scold  you,  Frederick,  and  I  will  scold 
you,  but  not  now— it  shall  lose  nothing  by  the  keeping. 
Money's  the  point  inf  question  at  present:  here's  a  quarter's 
allowance.'    (Handing  the  purse  J  . 

Frbd.     a  quarter's !  ah  !  'tis  not  enough. 

Phil.     How !  is  your  loss  so  considerable  ? 

Fred.  I  played  and  betted  the  whole  night  against  the 
Count  de  Beauvais. 

Phil.    Zounds ! 

Frsd.  That  man  is  insupportable !  I  would  have  given 
worlds  to  have  conquered  him^but,  alas !  his  good  fortune  is 
as  unvarying  as  his  effirontery — I  lost  eleven  thousand  francs! 

Phil.     Lord  have  mercy  upon  us ! 

Frsd.  Yes,  eleven  thousand  francs,  which  I  borrowed 
from  my  companions  and  the  master  of  the  house — all  must 
be  paid  to  day— you  will  yourself  see,  that  I  have  nothing 
for  it  but  to  blow  my  brains  out. 

Phil.     What  language  is  this,  boy  ? 

Fred.    That  of  one  pursued  by  misfortune. 

Phil..  And  do  you  call  it  courage,  when  an  enemy  pur- 
sues you,  to  turn  your  back  on  him  and  fly ! 

Fred.     Can  I  bear  to  be  dishonored  ?  no,  I  must  die. 

Phil.    You  must  live,  I  say — and  pay. 

Fred.     Pay  eleven  thousand  francs !  how  ? 
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Phil.    Ah !  8<mie  puzzle  in  that  "i       j    .    .jx 

Frid.    I  have  been  to  the  housee of  allmy irienda^; 
Phil.    Bah!  friends  I  when  there-s  mon^'  waQting  they: 
are  seldom  at  home*— there's  but  one  person  who  can  help 
you  at  this  pinch—* 

Frbd.    I  know—the  Countess. 
Phil.    You  must  tell  her  all. 

Frbd.     Never— nevelv-in  spite  of  my  affection  she  in- 
spires me  with  an  awe. — 

Phil.    No  matter,  man,  it  must  be  done — 'twill  be  your 
pumshifieat ;  and  hark,  I  hear  her  step. 
Frsd.    You  will  not  leave  us  ? 

Phil.     Never  fear— make  the  best  stand  you  can,  and  111 
be  here  as  your  corps  de  reserve,   • 

Enter  Couktxss  D'HaRvills,  r.  h.  s^  nalks  slowly  and 
pensively  without  perceiving  Frederick- or. Philip. 
Frsd.     How    thoughtful  she  seems— and  her  look  so 
severe. 

Phil.    Go  to  her— don't  be  afraid. 
Fr£D.    {Advancing  a  few  atepe^then  retreating.)    By 
heaven  I  cannot ! — 'tis  beyond  my  power — I'd  rather  die. 

{Bushes  qf,  l.  h.X 
Phil.     How,  now !  run  away ! — and  leave  me  to  open  the 
first  fire  alone !  well,  here  goes  to  the  charge.   (Advancing.) 
CouNTSSs.     Ha !  is  it  you,  Philip— so,  Frederick  is  re- 
turned at  last. 
Phil.    Yes. 

Coinnrsss.  Well,  I  hope  you  have  spoken  to  him.  (Olh- 
serving  Philip  who  is  looking  about  on  all  sides,)  £h  f — 
what  in  the  world  are  you  looking  about  for  so  ? 

Phil.  Only  to  see  that  no  one  comes  to  interrupt  us— we 
must  be  alone. 
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Countess.    How  !    has  anything  happened  f 

Phil.  Yes,  a  little  accident— a  trifle:— but  what  is  youth  f 
— 4i  fever  that  passes  over  sooner  or  later. 

CouiiTBSs.    What  are  you  leading  to,  Philip  f 

Phil.  Simply  this— ^jLcMomii|^  his  wneej  The  boy  has 
been  at  the  gaining  table. 

Countess.     Frederick ! 

Phil.  Yes — ^he  has  played— and  lost— and  is  over  h^ad 
and  ears  in  debt :  {^part)  There,  shot  after  shot,  it's  the 
sooner  over. 

Countess.  What  do  you  tell  me— 4hen  the  honae,  where 
my  nephew  met  him— 

Phil.  Was  a  gaining  house,  but  one  of  your  highflying 
ones,  all  titled  sharpers ;  consequently,  the  boy  was  robbed 
like  a  duke, — that*s  one  comfort,  isn't  it? 

Countess.     Gambling^-and  lost !  what's  to  be  done ! 

Phil.     Pay  his  debts. 

Countess.  I  encourage  such  conduct!— pay  gambling 
debts ! 

Phil.     Yes,  eleven  thousand  francs. 

Countess.  What  signifies  the  sum  ?  am  I  accustomed 
to  count  francs,  when  *tis  to  render  a  service?  I  hope  in 
that  you  will  at  least  give  me  credit  for  nobility !  but  such 
impropriety !  no,  Philip,  no— I'll  not  pay  a  sous. 

Phil.     (Warmly J    You'll  not  pay  a  sous  ? 

Countess.  No,  not  a  sous ;  what  would  my  family — what 
would  the  world  say  if  the  fortune  of  the  D'Harvilles  was 
to  be  wasted  in  repairing  the  extravagances  of  a  libertine  ? 

Phil.  The  world — your  family— K)ne  would  think  you 
had  sacrificed  enough  to  them,  already. 

Countess.     Philip ! 

Phil.    Don't  fear,  what  I've  sworn  I'll  abide  by — but  I 


haxe  a  duty  to  perfono,  remember  thai  this  poor  youth  has 
but  you  in  the  world ;  if  you  sufTer  him  to  be   dishonored, 
he  haB  a  heart,  madam,  he'll  Dot  survive  it? 
COVHTBSH.      Oh,   heBVena! 

Pait,  He's  resolved — and  indeed  what  great  ties  has  he 
to  life?  aa  he  just  now  said  to  me — '1  am  atone  in  the  world 
without  parent— without  hope,  owing  everything  to  charity.' 

Con?TBB8.     (In  a  softened  tone. J     Ihdheeayso? 

Phil.  Ay.  and  many  other  thingsthat  mademe  blubber 
like  a  child ;  poor  fellow !  when  I  looked  at  him,  1  couldn't 
help  saying  to  myself — (Pautes.J 

COCKTBSS.     Well,  Philip. 
■     Phil.    Nothing — nothing,  my  heart  was  full;  but  you 
ftn  not  tormented  with   such  feelings, — you  are   tranquil, 

pippy- 

CovHTBSa.     I — happy !  no,  Philip,  no,  I  am  not  happy. 

PniL.  How  I  in  your  splendid  saloons,  surrounded  by 
the  flattering  world!  by  your  illustrious  family  who  bow  to 
your  every  nod ! 

CouNTMS.  I  know  what  I  owe  to  the  honor  of  that  ijami- 
ly,  but  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart  do  you  suppose  I  feel  no- 
lung? 

Phil.     Madam? 
,    CouNTKss,     I'll  pay  all ;  but  you  must  not  speak  of  it  to 
my  one — ^not  even  to  himself. 

Why !  are  yon  afraid  he'll  love  yoU'  too  much  * 
,    Countess.     How   can  you  think  so?    but   my  nephew 

luld  be  astonished — displeaaed — you  know  he  is  my  heir 
-the  heir  to  the  family  estates  which  I  cannot  deprive  him 

,    Phil.     The  greater   reason  to    do  something    for  poor 
Icriek,  whilst  you  have  the  power;  and  first  of  all,  ho 
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must  never  be  exposed  to  fall  into  the  like  again ;  his  allow* 
ance  is  not  large  enough. 

Countess.    Well,  double  it. 

Phil.  And  then  all  his  companions  have  horses,  car- 
riages, {Countess  looks  surprised,)  now,  if  he  had  a 
handsome  saddle  horse,  and  a  smart  groom  in  livery. 

Countess.    Really,  Philip,  these  are  extravagant  notions. 

Phil.    Nay,  but  hear  me — 

Countess.    Well,  well,  buy  the  horse. 

Phil.  Shall  I  (Aside,)  Egad!  Fll  buy  him  a  rare 
trotter !  fifteen  miles  an  hour,  at  least ;  (Aloud,)  and  when 
you  see  him  mounted.  I'll  answer  for  it,  you'll  be  satisfied. 
Some  days  ago  in  the  Tuilleries,  I  heard  ladies,  ay,  and  ti- 
tled ladies  too,  say  as  he  passed—'  What  a  fashionable 
looking  youth,  elegant  air !' 

Countess.     Indeed ! 

Phil.  Ay,  truly;  he  didn*t  hear  it,  but  I  did,  every 
word,  and  it  gladdened  my  heart. 

Countess.  Yes,  I  confess,  there  is  something  in  his 
countenance,  Philip. 

Phil.  That  must  make  him  friends  every  where,  and  if 
you  would  only  encourage  him  a  little,  speak  to  him  kindly 
now  and  again,— you  are  too  severe  with  him. 

COUWESS.      I ! 

Phil.  There  he  is  now,  ( Pointing  to  the  door.)  tremb- 
ling like  a  frightened  hare. 

Countess.    There — ^Frederick,  there! 

Phil.  Yes,  and  if  you'd  just  tell  him,  that  you'd  for- 
give him. 

Countess.     But  are  you  sure  there's  nobody — 

Phil.  No,  no,  not  a  soiil  is  near  us ;  shew  for  once, 
what  your  heart  really  is,  kind  and  indulgent,  and  fear  no- 
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thing,     f  Countess  sits  eU  table — Philip  goes  to  the  door 
and  makes  a  sign,) 

Enter  TsMDMRiCKy  timidly, 

PffiL.     (Apart  to  Frederick,)    Come,  all's  settled. 

Frxd.     Is  it  possible? 

Phil.    The  thingf  s  done — ^brush  up,  man ;  go  thank  her. 

CouHTBSS.     Come  near,  Frederick. 

Phil.     (Pushing  him,)    Nearer,  nearer. 

CouNTBSS.  (Mildly,)  I  know  all,  Frederick,  (Fre- 
deriek  looks  shocked,)  don*t  be  alarmed,  I  will  not  add  to 
the  reproaches  which  I'm  sure  your  own  heart  makes  you; 
I  will  repair  your  folly,  but  let  this  lesson  not  be  lost  upon 
you. 

Frxd.  I  can  never  forget  that,  or  your  goodness  to  the 
last  moment  of  my  life. 

Phil.     That's  right-^Approaches  nearer  the  Countess,) 

Countess.  Frederick,  I  implore  you,  do  not  become  a 
gambler. 

Frbd.  {With  energy,)  Never — ^madam,  never,  (A- 
side,)     I'm  all  astonishment— -so  much  generosity ! 

Phil.     He'll  never  play  again,  his  first  and  last  time. 

Countess.    You  know  not  what  pain  it  would  give   me. 

Fred.  I  would  not  for  worlds  give  you  a  moment's  un- 
easiness—you who  have  heaped  with  benefits  one  without  a 
friend— 

Countess.  You  have  friends,  Frederick,  who  will  never 
abandon  you — as  long  as  you  are  worthy  of  them. 

Phil.     No  fear  of  that — I  answer  for  him. 

Fred.     {Kissing  her  hand,)     Rely  on  a  grateful  heart. 

{Countess  turns  atvay  with  emotion,) 

Phil.  (Aside  to  Countess,)  Heaven  bless  you !  (To 
himself,)  If  I  were  in  her  place,  I  couldn't  help  doing 
more — (Making  the  moventenf  of  embracing,) 
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CouiiTBSS.  And  your  laboFBy  your  ttudies,  how  do  thej 
go  on  ?  are  you  thinking  of  making  aname  for  yourself f 

Fred.    I  am  already  qualified  to  become  an  advocate. 

Phil.  There,  you  see,  he's  an  advocatel  and  he  never 
said  a  word  about  it 

Frbd.  But  little  in  that,  Philip,  unless  a  man  has  dis- 
tinguished himself 

CouNTBSS.    He  is  right. 

Phil.  Hard  work,  I  believe— they  say  promotion  comes 
but  slowly  in  that  corps— -but  no  matter — it's  somediing  to 
be  an  advocate  at  his  age— isn't  it,  Madam  ? 

Couimss.  Yes,  'tis  a  title  to  notice — ^I  have  seen  advo- 
cates who  were  received  in  the  best  houses — ^it's  a  step  that 
may  lead  to  more. 

Phil.    That's  true. 

CouNTBss.  fOhaerving  Fr€derick.attentively,^A8ideJ 
Yes,  Philip  was  right;  he's  certainly  far  from  ill-looking— 
elegant  air. — (She  rises  ; — to  Frederick,)  Hear  me,  Fre- 
derick, I  am  much  interested  in  your  future  prospects — ^in 
your  happiness — ^but  you  must  promise  not  to  oppose  my 
wishes  in  any  respect. 

Fred.     Speak,  Madam,  decide  my  fate ! 

CouNTBSs.  Well  then,  Frederick,  I  have  a  most  honor- 
able establishment  in  view  for  you — an  office,  worth  20,000 
francs. 

Frbd.    Ah!  Madam. 

Couinnss.  'Tis  that  of  my  advocate — ^he  will  resign  it  to 
you  as  the  dowry  of  his  daughter — a  charming  girl — well 
educated— accomplished— most  eligible  marriage. 

Fred.     {Apart.)    Oh,  heavens ! 

Countess.    You  are  silent,  Frederick. 

Fred.  {Hesitating,)  Pardon,  Madam, — pardon — but 
—I  cannot  accept — 
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Phil.     The  devil !  is  the  fellow  mad ! 

CouNT£8s.     What  does  he  say  ? 

Fred.     Hear  me,  madam — 

Countess.  No,  sir,  unless  it  is  to  say  that  you  at  once 
consent  to  this  marriage. 

Fred.     Impossible !  though  it  were  even  to  cost  me — 

Countess.     'Tis  enough,  sir — 

Enter  Matilda  haatilt/,  r.  h. 

Mat.  Bless  me !  aunt,  haven't  you  settled  these  accounts 
with  Philip,  yet  ?  but  what's  the  matter  ? — ^you  look  angry. 

Countess.  {Looking  at  Frederick,)  And  I  think  I 
have  some  right  to  be  so. 

Mat.     Against  Frederick  ? 

Countess.  Yes,  and  even  you,  miss,  who  always  take 
his  part — I  believe  you  will  find  it  difficult  to  excuse  him — 
refuse  such  a  splendid  marriage ! 

Phil.     An  office  worth  20,000  francs ! 

Countess.     And  a  charming  girl ! 

Mat.     Is  this  true,  Frederick  ? 

Countess.   And  why — for  what  reason  ?  'tis  inexplicable ! 

Fred.  Suppose  I  am  no  longer  free — suppose  my  heart 
were  engaged  ? 

Phil.  Zounds!  that's  true;  I  had  forgot,  the  boy's  in 
love. 

Fred.  To  my  own  misfortune !  but,  why  should  I  make 
another  wretched,  by  marrying  where  I  could  not  give  my 
heart? 

Mat.  My  aunt  must  acknowledge  such  sentiments  are 
honorable ;  it  would  be  cruel  to  force  him. 

Countess.  What!  to  be  rational !  'pon  my  word!  but  I 
must  know  who  is  the  object  of  this  whim ;  {To  Philip.) 
perhaps,  you  are  in  his  confidence? 

c 


26  THS  rORCB  OV  HATUBX. 

Phil.  {To  Frederick,)  Speak  out,  Fraderick,  who  is 
she? 

Frbd.  Forbear!  I  can  love  her,  in  secret,  without  guilt, 
but  to  name  heiv— 

Enter  Couitt  Db  Bsauyais,  r,  h. 

Corirr.  Heyday !  what  the  deyil's  become  of  you  all  ? 
Here  I  am  left  alone  moping  up  and  down  the  house  as  me- 
lancholy as  a  sick  kitten— was  looking  for  you,  in  particular, 
my  pretty  cousin. 

Mat.    Indeed ! 

CoxnuT.  Yes — ^you  know  I  always  fSdl  asleep  when  I  am 
left  alone,  so,  to  keep  myself  alive,  I  began  to  rummage 
your  portfolio,— some  charming  sketches !— admirable  taste ! 
Amongst  the  rest  out  tumbled  this  sealed  letter. 

Countess.    A  letter ! 

Count.    The  address,  *  Matilda*. 

Frsd.  {Clasping  his  hands  in  great  emotion ; — apart,) 
'Tis  mine. 

CouNTSSS.     What  is  this  abput? 

Mat.  I  can't  guess.  Aunt — here,  see  yourself — {Hand- 
ing the  letter.) 

Phil.  {Low  to  Frederick  who  makes  a  movement,) 
What's  the  matter  with  you,  boy  ? 

Fred.  {Striking  his  forehead,)  'Tis  all  over — I*m  ruin- 
ed— ^lost ! 

Countess.  {Who  has  unsealed — and  read  the  letter,) 
A  declaration  of  love  !— 

CoxTNT.     (Reading  over  her  shoulder,)    Signed, 

'  Frederick/ 

Mat.    Countess,    ami  Phil.    Frederick!!! 

Countess.  Was  ever  such  insolence !  but  it's  my  own 
fault—my  foolish  indulgence — 
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CouKT.     Pretty  audacity ! 
CouHTBSS.    To  insult  me  in  this  manner ! 
Count.    To  forget  who  he  is ! 
CouNTSss.    And  the  respect  due  to  my  family ! 
CouKT.     Handsome  return  for  all  your  charity!  But  this 
comes  of  taking  people  out  of  their  proper  place. 

CoUHnss.    You  are  right,  nejAew,  and  from  this  mo- 
ment I  discard  him. 
Mat.    How,  madam! 

CoDimss.  (Looking  sternly  at  MaiUdar^thentU  Phi- 
lip.) Let  no  one,  under  pain  of  my  resentment,  presume 
to  intercede  for  him — 

Frxd.     Will  you  not  hear  me,  madam  ? 
CouNTBSs.    Leave  me,  sir :  {To  Count  De  Beauvak,) 
—Here,  nephew,  take  this  key,-^o  to  my  secretaire,  and 
draw  on  my  banker  for  a  year's  allowance. 
Count.     Ha !  he  may  open  a  shop  upon  that.  [E^nt, 

Frbd.     And  do  you  think  I  can  accept  your  benefits  ? 
Phil.     Hold  your  tongue. 

CouNTSfls.  Retire^  Matilda,  to  your  i^partmenl ;  and  you, 
Philip,  follow  me— (PA«/tj9  is  about  to  apeak.)  Not  a  word^ 
I  command — ^his  doom  is  fixed.  {She  makes  asiffn  to  Ma- 
tilda mho  withdraws  by  door  at  the  right.^^'^auMieeB 
departs  by  door  in  the  JUxt^  followed  by  Philip  who 
looks  at  her  imploringly,  Frederick  remains  for  a 
moment  in  a  posture  of  stupefied  despair  ;  then^  strik- 
ing his  forehead^  with  an  air  of  distraction^  rushes 
off  at  the  left.) 
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ACT  11.— SCENE  I. 
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An  Apartment  in  the  Mansion  of  the  Counteta. 
Enter  Matilsa,  l.  h. 

Mat.  Imprudent  jouth  !  what  is  to  become  of  him  * — 
how  could  he  have  been  so  rareleas  ?  if  he  had  ^ven  it 
me  himself,  T  should  have  bee  Ty  angry  with  him,  but 
— I  don't  think  I'd  have  b  >  my   aunt : — Heigho !  I 

suppose,    I  shall  never  set  n. 

Enter  FRESBnicR         fiimsly,  n,  h. 

Fred.     Matilda— 

Mat.    Ha!  Frederick.     {Otn^.) 

Frbd.    Stay,  for  mercy's  sake— one  word — 

Mat.     Impossible. 

Fred.     In  the  name  of  heaven,  deign  to  hear  me? 

Mat.  Not  now — I  dare  not— my  aunt — the  Count  De 
Beau  vats — 

Frbd.  What's  their  anger  now  to  me?  'tis  only  yours  I 
think  of — and  when  one  word  would  justify  me — 

Mat.     Justify  !  I  wish  you  could. 

Frbd.  The  secret  ought  to  have  died  with  me — I  know 
it— and  when  I  betrayed  it,  I  was  resolved  to  die. 

Mat.     Good  heavens  !  you  frighten  me. 

Frbo.    What  else  remains  for  me  now  ? 

Mat.  Oh,  Frederick— Frederick— (»'((A  a  more  tender 
air.)  I  know  I  have  no  right  to  control  you  in  any  thing — 
but  if  you  really  wish  me  to  forgive  you — renounce  such 
thoughta— preserve  yourself  for  your  friends. 

Frbd.     My  friends ! — I  have  none. 

Mat.     Ah!  Frederick,  you  have  more  than  you  beheve. 


THE   FOBCK   ( 


I 


pRBn.     Gracious  po  wen  !  Dare  I— ^>h,  Matilda? 

{l-hiiinff  on  hit  kntvt  at  herfett.) 

Enter  CocNT  Db  Bbacvais,   n.  h.  at  hattoitt,  a  paper  in 

CorST.  ({ie&i«t/  l/tein,  in  a  drawlinif  mucking  tone.) 
Hey !— whM«  all  this  I 

Mat.     Ah  !  [^Shriekg  and  runhei  off. 

CovtiT.  iLauybing.)  Inimitable!  by  all  that's  romui- 
tic— the  very  highest  Right  of  the  pathetic — lucltily  I  am  the 
onJy  witnen. 

Fhkd.     Sir — 

CouxT.  Don't  be  uneasy — shan't  breathe  a  hint  of  it  to 
my  aunt,  'pon  houor  ! — know  she  would  not  give  you  this, 
and  then — poor  devil — you  might  star\e  !  (Banding  him 
an  order.  J     There,  take  it  and  be  off. 

I'rid.  Never — I  take  uo  t'avor  from  the  hand  that  offers 
it. 

CottHT.     Eh !  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  what  you  meui  ? 

FitKD.  That  I  owe  every  thing  to  my  benefactress — to 
you  nothing — and  give  me  leave  to  ask  you.  Sir,  by  What 
right  you  have  presumed — 

CocxT.     To  surprise  you  at  my  cousin's  feet,  eh ! 

Fbbd.  No,  Sir — but  to  take  possesion  of  a  letter  which 
did  not  belong  to  you.  'Twas  an  action  unworthy  of  a  gen- 
llmnan — do  you  understand  me? 

CotJST.  Oh,  yes — plain  enough — hut  really  for  an  up- 
Btarl,  a  sort  of  nobody  as  one  may  say — to  insult  me,  when 
you  know  you  are  sheltered  from  my  chastisement — 

Fbuj.  Am  I  to  understand  then,  that  you  consider  your 
noble  biith  as  an  excuse  for  refusing  me  sntiafoction  ? 

CoDXT.     Why  no — its  the  fashion  now  a  days  to  consider 
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all  men  equals  with  arms  in  their  hands — ^what  I  allude  to  is 
your  kind  of  mongrel  position  in  this  house. 

Fred.     I  am  banished  from  it. 

Count.  Methinks  you  might  at  least  recollect  how  Irag 
it  afforded  you  a  shelter. 

Fred.  You  force  me  to  forget  itr—the  benefits  I  have 
received  fh)m  the  aunt  are  counterbalanced  by  the  insults  of 
the  nephew — the  account  is  clear,  and  if  you  are  not  a 
coward— 

Count,  £h !  come,  that's  rather  strong — I  bdieve  I  must 
indulge  him  with  a  lesson — ^well,  Sir — what's  your  weapon  ? 

Fred.    I've  no  choice. 

Count.    Sword  ? 

Fred.     Be  it  so. 

Count.    Your  second  ? 

Fred.     I  want  none. 

Count.    The  place  ? 

Fred.     Bois  de  Boulogne. 

Count.    And  hour  ? 

Fred.     Instantly. 

Count.     I'm  yours — au  revoir.  \_Exit^  r.  h. 

Fred.  I'll  follow — 'tis  done — I  know  he's  one  of  the 
most  skilful  swordsmen  of  the  day,  and  I'm  a  novice^— so 
much  the  better ;  'twill  be  the  sooner  ended,  and  I  shall  be 
delivered  from  an  existence  that's  a  burden  to  me— since  I 
am  never  again  to  behold  Matilda,  I  cannot  leave  this  house 
too  soon.  (Going,) 

Enter  Philip,  l.  h. 

Phil.  Leave  the  house !  not  in  such  a  hurry  my  young- 
ster. 

Fred.     What  brings  you  here,  Philip  ? 

Phil.    To  speak  to  you. 
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Frsd.     Are  you  not  forbid  ? 

Phil.  Pshaw !  listen  to  me? — ^you  have  played  the  very 
devil — first  of  all  to  fall  in  love  with  the  Lady  Matilda— 
secondly  to  write  to  her—- thirdly,  not  to  have  made  me  your 
confident. 

Frbd.    You  ? 

Phil.  Yes— who  knows  what  we  might  have  contrived 
between  us. 

Frsd.     Would  you  have  given  it  a  thought  ? 

Phil.  Would  I  ? — ^for  twenty  years  what  else  have  I 
thought  of  but  your  happiness,  your  advancementr— -you 
have  never  been  half  so  ambitious  for  yourself,  boy,  as  I  have 
been 

Fred.     My  kind  Philip. 

Phil.  But  to  come  to  the  point,  you  must  march  under 
my  orders  at  present,  and  not  a  word  of  mutiny — in  the 
first  place,  you  may  stay  where  you  are. 

Frbd.  Is  it  possible  ? — ^how  have  you  obtained  such  a 
permission. 

Phil.     On  two  conditions. 

Frsd.     (Warmly,)    And  I  ratify  them  before  hand  ? 

Phil.  One  is  that  you  avoid  the  lady  Matilda  and  never 
repeat  to  her  the  same  language  you  have  written. 

Frbd.     As  to  that— His  done  already. 

Phil.  {Severely.)  You  unlucky  dog!  have  you  been 
doing  more  mischief  since  ? 

Frbd.     No  matter — and  the  second  condition  is  1 

Phil.  That  you  try  to  make  up  matters  with  the  Count 
De  Beauvais — ^he  has  a  right  to  be  offended  at  that  cursed 
letter,  and  the  Countess  desires  you  to  make  him  an  apology. 

Frbd.  An  apology !  to  my  rival !  the  author  of  my  evils ! 
he  who  has  always  taken  pleasure  to  humiliate  me !  apology ! 
— ^I*ve  called  him  out. 
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Phil.    You  ! 

Fred.    Yes,  he  has  aecepted  my  chAllflhge»  ofcd  this  Ino- 

mentp— 

Phil.  {IPtth  enereosed  em^tnm.)  You !  flght  tainp^ 
you  who  know  no  more  how  to  use  a  sword  than  a  rai]piDg 
hook! 

Fred.    No  matter — 'tis  all  the  same  to  ne. 

Phil.     Tis  to  run  to  certain  death. 

Fred.  Well,  it  cannot  come  at  a  better  time— and  thank 
heaven,  I  shall  be  a  loss  to  no  one ! 

Phil.    No  !  do  you  think  I  should  not  grieve  for  you  ? 

Fred.  -flFamUy^  and  taking  his  hand.)  Yes,  yes— I 
am  wrong — ^you,  and  you  alone,  Philip— you  loved  me,— I 
know  it ;  I  feel  deeply  the  attachment  you  have  ever  shewn 
me ;  even  now  your  eyes  are  filled  with  tears. 

Phil.  Well, — in  the  name  of  that  long  attachment— by 
these  tears  which  your  rashness  wrings  from  me— give  up 
this  mad  design. 

Fred.     Give  it  up ! 

Phil.  {With  deep  feeling,)  Frederick! — ^promised 
pride  of  my  old  age ! — I  entreat — I  implore  you  on  my 
knees — ^not,  for  the  sake  of  the  Countess,  whose  kindness 
you  so  ill  requite :  not,  for  Matilda,  whom  you  are  going  to 
make  more  miserable  than  her  aunt,»-but  for-  myself — for 
your  poor  old  Philip — who  rocked  you  in  the  cradle— who 
nursed  you  in  his  arms— for  his  sake,  forget  the  empty 
speeches  of  a  silly  coxcomb. 

Fred.    Forget  them— never ! 

Phil.     What  is  the  subject  of  your  quarrel  ? 

Fred.    I  know  not— but  I  must  be  revaiged; 

Phil.    What  has  he  said? 

Frxd.    I  tell  you,  I  know  -not ;  but  I  must  have  vengeance 
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— he  loves — he  is  about  to  marry  Matilda— but  no  more— he 
must  not  wait  for  me— quick,  Philip,  my  sword. 

Phil.     {Coldly,)    No,  sir. 

Fred.     How  ! 

Phil.     You  shall  not  stir  a  step. 

Fred.     What  would  you  dare  to  say  ? 

Phil.  That  since  you  are  deaf  to  my  prayers— to  the 
voice  of  true  afiection — since  you  have  forgotten  all  your 
duties,  I  must  do  mine — ^you  shall  not  leave  this  house. 

Frsd.     And  who  can  hinder  me  ? 

Phil.     I — ^you  are  my  prisoner. 

Frsd.     We'll  soon  see  that. 
^He  takes  his  glaeeSj    hat,   and  cane,  which  he  had 

placed  upon  the  table — Philip  in  the  meantime  locks  the 

door  and  takes  out  the  key  J 

Frsd.     {Observing  him,)    How  !  have  you  the  temerity  ? 

Phil.  To  save  you  in  spite  of  yourself— yes,  Sir— I  have 
said  you  shall  not  leave  the  house,  and  I'll  be  d— d  if  I 
don*t  keep  my  word. 

Frsd.  {Angrily.)  What  audacity! — ^Philip,  give  me 
that  key. 

Phil.    No. 

Frsd.     {TFith  encreased  irritation.)    Fear  my  rage. 

Phil.     I  fear  nothing — and  I  forbid  you. 

Frsd.  You  !  forbid  me ! — ^this  is  beyond  endurance — 
such  insolence — 

Phil.     {Trying  to  retain  him.)     Hold,  I  say — 

Frsd.     {Raising  his  cane.)    Must  be  chastised. 

Phil.     Strike — wretched  boy  ! — strike  thy  father. 

Fred.     My  father ! !     {Lets  fall  his  cane.) 

Phil.  Yes:  His  a  secret,  that  for  your  sake  I  meant  to 
have  carried  with  me  to  the  grave ;  and  I  have  only  betray- 
ed it  to  spare  you  a  crime. 
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Fred,     I  dare  not  raise  my  eyes. 

Phil,     What!  you  blusb,  I  suppose,  to  owe  your 
to  an  humble  steward  ? 

Fred.     No,  no,  wound  me  not  by  such  a  thought. 

Phil.  This  steward  was  a  soldier  when  you  were  born — 
this  I  sacrificed  to  etay  beside  my  son — nay,  for  his  ad- 
vancement, I  did  nol  hesitate  becoming  hia  menial!  his  love 
was  a  full  recompcnce  for  all. 

f Frederick  appears  affeeted.j 

Frbd.     ( Throning  hiwgelf  into  his  arnis.)     My  father! 
my  dearest  father ! — I  have  now  a  friend — a  sacred  tie — Tin 
no  longer  alone  in  the  world. 
(Aga\n  fmhraelixg  Philip,  whopreesen  him  tenderly  in 

PniL,    {Wiping  kiaeyeB.)  There,  there — no  more  of  this. 

Fred.    But  one  word  more — my  mother? 

Phu.  Not  aopther  word  upon  this  subject — it  must  re- 
main a  s^ret — a  solemn  promise — an  oath — and  now  can 
you  still  refuse  to  obey  me  ? 

Fred.  Can  yo\i  ask  it?  am  I  not  doubly  bound  to  avenge 
ray  honor  since  I  feel  it  is  linked  with  yours. 

Phil.  Leave  that  to  me ;  does  not  a  soldier  know  aa  well 
as  you  what  honor  demands  ? 

Frbi>.  {^part.)  Heaveos  !  and  that  door  is  the  only 
outlet — no  possibiUty  of  escape,  (yiloud.)  have  you  no 
pity? 

Phil.     In — in  to  your  chamber,  boy. 

Fred,     f Hesitating. J     Oh,  my  father. 

PnrL.     fWUhJirmnegg.J     I  command  you. 

Fred.     I  obey.  \^IFith  deep  dejection — A«  enters 

the  chamber  or  the  right — Philip  looking  after  him. 

Phil.     (Alone.)     Yes,  poor  fellow — I  can  feel  all  he 
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sufiersand  Ilovebimthemoiefor  it: — ^but  tbej  shall  not 
rob  me  of  the  onlj  bleasmg  I  have  upon  earth,  and  as  the 
surest  means  to  prevent  it  fUnloekMdoorJ  III  go— oh! 
here  she  conies. 

Enter  CoCTnas  D'Habvuuuk,  r.  h. 
CouHTBSS.    Wdl,  Philip,  have  yon  signified  my  com- 
mands? 

PniL.     (Pointing  to  door  at  left  J    Speak  low,  he*s 
there. 

CouNnss.    Fiederick !     (Looking  at  Philip  Jixediy,) 
but  what's  the  matter  ? — ^jou  seem  greatly  agitated* 

Phil.     I  was  in  the  nick  t>f  time — ^he  was  on  the  wing  to 
fight  a  duel. 

CouNTSSs.     (Alarmed^    A  duel ! 
Phil.    With  your  nephew. 
Countess.    Oh  heavens !  he  must  be  prevented. 
Phil.     I*ve  done  that  already— he's  a  prisoner  in   his 
chamber,  and  until  further  orders  there^s  nothing  to  fear — 
but  to  enforce  my  authority,  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him  the 
right  I  had  over  him. 

CouNTBss.    Merci^  powers ! 

Phil.    Don*t  be  alarmed — ^your  secret  is  still  buried  here. 
(Putting  his  hand  to  his  lieartj     But  I  must  not  deceive 
you — ^half   measures  do  nothing— -these  young  men  have 
challenged  each  other,  and  sooner  or  later^- 
CouiiTXSs.    In  spite  of  your  commands  ? 
Phil.     Pooh!  at  their  age,  to  forbid  a  lad  pf  spirit  to 
fight  is  only  to  make  hun  the  more  eager  to  do.;fN:ki— I  know 
what  I  felt  at  the  bare  thought  of  an  insult — there  is  but  one 
way  that  I  see  to  prevent  this  misfortune — and  you  are  the 
only  person  can  bring  it  about. 
Countess.    I!  Philip. 
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PdiL.     Yc*— by  mnoTing  the  came  of  their  quarrri. 
Corrms.    How  f 
Phil.     Frederick  lores  toot  nieoe. 
Cocxnm.    I  know  it. 

Phil.    The  Count  De  BeftOTais  lores  only  her  fortune— I 
don't  think  it  would  be  a  verr  difficult  matter  to  make  him 

m 

ipve  that  up  and  his  anger  too  were  jou  just  to  reason  with 
him  a  little— as  to  Frederick  I  answer  for  him,  if  he  but  gain 
the  hand  of  the  girl. 

Cor^mss.    The  hand  of  mr  niece !  how  can  jou  propose 
4uch  a  thing? 

Phil.     (Coldly.)     You  must  do  it. 

Cocimss.     I  dare  not  consent  to  such  a  union. 

Phil.     You  must  do  it,  I  say. 

CocsTEss.  Don't  dream  of  it,  Philip— what !  furnish 
the  world  with  arms  against  myself! 

Phil.     What  of  that,  when  a  life's  at  stake? 

CouxTESS.  I  shall  find  other  means  to  save  him — but  1 
can  never  consent  to  give  him  my  niece. 

Phil.     I  ask  it  as  a  favor. 

Coi'.NTBSS.  No,  I  tell  you.  (HiUujht\Uj,)  but  no  more 
of  this,  Philip,  you  are  strangely  forgetting  what  you  owe 
me — and  who  you  are. 

Phil.  (With  suppressed  hid  i// nation  J  Who  1  am! 
when  a  daughter  of  the  house  of  D'Harville  became  a  devot- 
ed victim  to  revoluntionary  fury,  a  national  soldier  sprang 
i'r*  :\\  ihe  crowd,  and,  mindful  of  former  favours  from  the 
family,  claimed  her  as  his  bride — his  claim  was  founded  on 
the  blood  he  had  lavished  in  the  cause  of  liberty,  and  it  was 
allowed — does  your  memory,  Madam,  recall  this  event  ? 

Countess.     Yes. 

Phil.     The  fear  of  death  is  a  strong  tower  of  human 


THE   FORCE   OF   NATURE.  37 

pride — ^misery  causes  even  opposites  to  mingle — and  the 
Countess  D'Harville,  the  companion  of  nobles,  became  the 
wife  of  the  humble  Philip,  a  citizen  and  a  soldier — am  I, 
Madam,   still  correct  ?  ^ 

Countess.     Yes. 

Phil.  To  gratify  her  family  pride  this  marriage  was  kept 
secret — she  became  a  mother — ^years  passed  on,  France  again 
bowed  before  a  sovereign,  the  Countess  D*Harville  resumed 
her  rank,  and  her  unknown  husband  sank  into  her  menial — 
as  such  he  would  still  remain,  but  when  he  finds  that  the 
youthful  hopes  of  two  virtuous  hearts  are  blighted  by  the 
pestilence  of  vanity,  that  the  happiness  of  an  excellent 
child  is  recklessly  trampled  upon,  he  throws  off  the 
servility  of  the  dependant  and  insists  on  his  rights  as  a 
father;  his  privileges  as  a  man.  Do  your  justice  and  feeling, 
Madam,  now  answer  who  I  am,  and  how  far  I  am  your 
debtor  ? 

Countess.  Philip,  your  accusation  like  your  reasoning 
is  drawn  from  false  premises — no  general  good  can  be  at- 
tained without  individual  sacrifice — ^your  rank  bars  our  son 
from  inheriting  the  honors  of  my  family  :  to  my  sphere  he 
can  never  rise,  the  vain  attempt  could  only  unfit  him  folr  his 
own — a  disclosure  of  his  birth  might  compromise  his  hap- 
piness without  offering  an  equivalent  in  return. 
Phil.     Error,  error — a  vain  error. 

Countess.  A  moment  more — the  duty  I  owe  a  long  illus- 
trious line  of  ancestors  imperatively  demands  this  silence, 
I  dare  not  swerve  from  it :  but,  did  you  know  the  misery, 
the  privation  it  causes,  even  you,  my  husband,  would  ac- 
quit me  of  sharing  in  this  feeling  :  you  style  me  vain,  glo- 
rious and  unnatural  :  I  have  thought  that  when  my  eyes 
filled,  and  my  cheek  glowed  at  casual  mention   of  his  name 
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that   shame,  the  Bhame  of  pride,  called  forth  the   strong 
emotion— oh  no,  no,  such  tears  a  mother's  eyes  alone  could 
shed ;  such  blushes  a  motht^r's  hi^iirt  alone  would  cause  when 

yearwng  to  embrace  and  bless  hei 
some  one  comes — silence  I  implot 

first  born,   only    child—           , 
eyou.                      {PhUip 

atsumet  a  respectful  air  a>, 

Enter  Ju»> 

iieg  a  fe>P  paces.) 

D.                                                                  1 

Jos.     Mr.  Philip. 
CorwTKss.     What  is  it  you 
Jos.     Pardon  me,  my  h 
looking  for. 

Phil.     Forme? 

iseph* 

Ir.  Philip  thai  1   was 

Jos.  To  give  you  this 
if  I  had  known  my  lady  was  here 

1  wc 

rler  just  brougbtup — 
luldn't  have  ventured. 

{Receiving  t/te  letter  i 
has  no  address. 

Jos.  Oh,  it's  all  one — I  know  it's  for  you — the  lad  that 
brought  it  desired  it  to  be  given  to  you  immediately. 

Pbil.     Very  strange  ! 

CoDNTKSS.     That's  enough,  Joseph,  you  may  go. 

(Exit  Joseph. 

Pan.  {Opening  the  letter.)  1  don't  know  why — but  1 
tremble  to  open  it —  ( Tkromt  kia  ej/es  rapidly  over  the 
letter:  and  elatpa  his  hands  in  <^ony.)     Good  heavens  ! 

CouHTBss.     What's  the  matter  f 

Phil.  Frederick! — can  it  be  !  {Lets  the  letter  fall, 
and  rushes  into  the  inner  chamber.) 

CouvTsaa.  Frederick  !  what  did  he  say — what  new  mis- 
fortune !  {She  takes  up  the  letter  and  reads  rapidly.) 
"  My  father,  my  only  friend,  pardon  me  for  disobeying  you, 
but  now,  less  than  ever,  I  cannot  live  under  dishonor.  The 
son  of  a  soldier  must  not  give  any  one  the  right  to  call  him 
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■  coward— the  hour  has  struck — farewell,  in  a  few  moments 
I  shall  be  avenged — or  be  no  more." 

Philip    re-enter* — she  runs  toirarda  htm. 
I«  it  possible  ! — Frederick  ! 

.  Phil.     Too  true,  too  true— the  window  which  opens  upon 
the  court  was  not  fastened — he  has  escaped. 

CouKTBM.     Heavens  ! 

Phil.    He  is  gone — and  perhaps  at  this  moment — (Soli- 
bing.)     My  boy  ! — my  dear  boy  ! 

CocmrBss.     Phihp. 

Phil.     (Toilers  into  an  arm  elta'tr. J     I  shall  never  see 
him  again — they'll  murder  him. 

CouNTSss.     (Greatly  agitittedj     No,  n(^— there  ia  still 
time  to  atop  them — let  them  pursue — fly. 

Phil.     Pursue — who  knows  what  road  they  took  * 

CocHTEss.     No  matter,  they  must  be  found.     (Runs  to 
ths  door  at  bottom,  tehieh  she  opena  with  pnc'pitation  and 
gali*.J     Morel,  Joseph,  Baptiate.     ( She  takes  a  bell  from 
tabu,  and  rings  it  ttoUttl/ff,  calling.).     Come,  come 

iokly. 

Enter  Joskph.  ifnd  tepera/  Servants,  c.  d. 

CoURTBis.     Where  is  my  nephew  J 

Jos.     The  Count !  he  left  the  house  long  ago.  Madam. 

Coniinsa.    And  Frederick ! — have  you  seen  bim  go  odi  ? 

Jos.     Vea,  my  lady,  I  waa  at  the  door— he  got  into  a 

red  cabriolet. 

CoDKTsss.     Which  way  did  he  take? 

Jos.     I  didn't  take  notice,  my  lady. 

Enter  Matildi,  huslUy,  l.  h. 

Mat.     What  is  the  matter.  Aunt,  baa  anything  happened  » 

CouKTESs.     Nothing,  child — but  I  wish  to  apeak  to  the 
Count  De  Beeuvais  instantly,     (To  the  semtnttj     Mouni 


40  THfi   FORCE  OF  If  AT0Rfi. 

all  of  you  on  horseback — search  his  house— the  houses  of 
his  friends — ^let  him  be  found  wherever  he  may  be-^on't 
return  without  him. 

Jos.     But,  my  lady — 

Countess.  Tell  him  I  wait  for  him — ^I  must  see  him 
without  a  moment's  delay — ^not  a  moment's — 

Jos.     And,  my  lady — 

Countess.  (With  energy,)  Go,  and  bring  him  aloQg 
with  you.  \Exeunt  Servant$ precipitately ^  C  D. 

Mat.  Bless  me!  Aunt,  I  never  saw  you  so  amdoos 
about  my  counn  before — it  must  be  something  very  import* 
ant. 

Countess.  Yes,  leave  me— do,  I  pray  you— I  wish  to  be 
alone. 

Mat.  Well,  Fm  going,  Aunt — I'm  going,  f  Aside.) 
What  can  all  this  be  about  %  [Exit  by  door  at  bottom. 

Countess.  (Approaching  Phiiij),  rolio  is  still  seated, 
overwhelmed  with  grief.)  Philip— rouse  yourself— he'U 
be  restored  to  us. 

Phil.  No,  he  has  nothing  but  courage — and  his  adver- 
sary— I  foresee  it  all — I  shall  never  see  him  alive  again. 

Countess.     {Weeping,)    Frederick !— our  dear  child  ! 

Phil.  (Looking  at  her  fixedly ,  then  reproaehfully.) 
That's  the  first  time  you  ever  called  him  so— our  child ! — 
ah  !  you  weep  now — but  it's  too  late  :  it's  all  over. 

Countess,  (Greatly  affected,)  Well,  I  care  not  now 
who  knows  my  shame — who  hears  me  say,  I  love  him  with 
all  a  mother's  lov^.  How  often  have  I  felt  my  arms  open- 
ing to  press  him  to  my  bosom  and  call  him  my  son  ! — but 
terror  palsied  them.  Ah,  Philip,  if  you  could  have  read 
my  heart — you  would  have  pitied — pardoned  me.  My  only 
consolation  was  to  think  of  him,  and  study  how  I  could 
best  promote  his  fortune. 


Pint,     (With  bilUrnesn.)     Fortune!  money!  yes,   you 
great  ones  of  the  world  think   that's  a  substitute    for   all — 
(He  riset.)     'Twas  a  mother  you  ought  to  have  given  him. 
CoisTKss,     fina  supplinnt  tune.J     Ah,  spare  me! 
Phil.     You  loved  him — and  he  never  knew  it. 
Countess.     Philip ! 

He  will  die  without  one  maternal  embrace! 

CoLNTEss.     No,  no — he  will  not  die;  heaven  will  pity  us, 

d  preserve  him  : — Matilda,  my  fortune — my  life!  I  would 

lo  restore  us  Frederick. 
Phil.     Much  use,  now!      fHflhteiiaJ 
CoL'KTKS-s.     Well— do  you  hear  any  thing? 
Phil.     Hush!  listen,  'tis  the  sound  of  n  carriage — 
'  CorBTE«8.     And  stops  at  my  door?     ( Tliry  look  at  each 
tilence — G'tehiff  her  hand  to  J'hi/ifi.)      Why  d" 
u  tremble?  doubtless,  'tis  he— 'tis  Frederick  ! 
Phil.     Expiring — perhaps. 
I*  Counters.     Suspense  is  intolerable — I  must  know  at  once 
^She  ruthea  to-icardg  (fie  door  and  eneounlera  Matilda. 

Enter  Matelda  jayou»ly,t..vi. 
Mat.     Be  tranquil,  aunt — he's  there. 
Phil,  and  Countkss.     Who  * 
Mat.     Your  nephew — 
CousTiss.     fSinkitiji  in  the  nnii  chair.  J     Ah  ! — lis  nil 


PI  Mat.  Wm  ever  anything  so  extraordinary — you  were  all 
mxiety  lo  see  him  awhile  ago.  and  now  he's  come — Good 
heavens! — help,  help — Philip!  lObaerriny  Philip.^  But 
you  seem  to  wont  help  yourseIC 

Phil.     He  comes — so  much  the  better — he  shall  kill  me 
—I'll  have  his  life. 

[fif  ffoeg  totrards  tkf  dovr.  Miiti/dti  inlerpatei. 
Mat-     Philip ! 
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CousTsss.    Stay. 

Alitor  Count  Db  Bbauvais  ifdooruihonam. 

OiiKBS.    He*8  here ! 

Phil.    {Overwhelmed.)    And  aloiM-— no  longer  a  doubt 

CouiiTBss.    I  die ! 

Count.  {Gaily,)  Bless  my  soul,  what's  Ae  matter  hnv  ? 
all  as  pale  as  ghosts !  {Approiiekinf  ik§  Ocmnieee.)  what 
--and  you*re  crying  your  eyes  out  for  me,  'gad  I  iMVcr 
thought  I  was  of  so  much  consequenca—4u^y  flattered 'pan 
honor.  But  you  may  put  up  your  pocket  handkerchief  now 
you  see  Fm  here. 

Phil.  {Approaching  hwir^mth  grief.)  And  iVed- 
erick? 

BiAT.     {Alarmed.)    Frederick! 

Phil.    {Wlthrage  to  Count.)    Follow  me. 

Count.    {Astonished.)    Hey  !— what  is  he  at 

Phil.    Follow  me,  I  say. 

Count.  To  his  assistance !— no  occasion,  his  wound  is 
nothing— a  mere  scratch. 

Countess.    How  ! 

Mat.    His  wound ! 

Phil.    {With  joy.)    Is  he  only  wounded  ? 

Count.  That's  all— and  but  slightly— contrary  to  my 
usual  custom. 

Omnss.     Is  it  possible ! 

Phil.  {Almost  ready  to  embrace  him.)  You  don't 
deceive  me  ? 

Count.  I !  no  such  thing  i*fiiith— if  he  had  had  my  ad* 
dress  'tis  a  thousand  to  one  that  he  wasn't  a  dead  man ;  but 
you  see,  the  boy  knows  nothing— absolutely  nothing ;  and 
for  that  very  reason,  *gad  he  had  nearly  settled  me. 

Phil.    How ! 
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Count.  You  shall  hear — ^it  was  the  most  superlatively 
curious  well— at  the  first  onset  I  grazed  him  in  the  hand — 
mere  scratch,  however  I  paused  and  told  him  *  twas  enough* 
— ^  enough/  cried  he,  resuming  his  position,  *no,  Sir,  one  of 
us  must  never  leave  this  spot— defend  yourself.*  With  that 
he  threw  himself  upon  me,  like  a  perfect  hedlamite— without 
grace— without  method— -and,  what  is  absolutely  incredible 
to  any  one  acquainted  with  the  principles,  and  who  kills  by 
mle,  at  the  moment  I  cried  to  him  to  hold  &st  his  sword,  he 
makes  mine  jump  out  of  my  hand. 

pRiif    What  disarmed  you  ? 

Count.  Contrary  to  all  the  rules,  both  old  and  new.  I 
perceive  however  he  has  disordered  my  dress  a  little,  that*s 
perfectly  incompatible  with  good  fencing,  and  never  to  be 
forgiven.  I  remember  the  last  antagonist  I  put  hors  de 
combat  by  a  thrust  in  carte  over  arm,  returned  me  thanks 
for  my  superlative  skill  in  not  disturbing  the  ecQnomy  of 
his  dress.     Adieu  till  dinner  time — au  revoir.     {^Exit^  n.  h. 

Countbss.     My  brave  boy. 

Phil.     He's  myself— every  inch  a  soldier. 
Enter  Frsdsrick,  his  arm  in  black  handkerchiefs  c.  d. 

Omnss.     {Bunnin^  to  meet  him,)    Frederick ! 

Frid.  {Throwing  himself  into  the  arms  of  Philip,) 
Mj  fnend — my  fa — 

Phil.  {Interrupting  him.)  There,  there— that's  enough 
{Apart y  looking  at  him  with  pride,)    My  brave  boy. 

Frbd.    You  forgive  me  ? 

Mat.  {Jflio  approaches  him.)  I  don't  I  assure  you, 
Frederick,  how  could  you  give  one  such  a  fright — 

Countbss.  {Alone^  and  apart  fronCthe  rest.)  And  to 
me  he  says  nothing — he  thinks  I  require  no  consolation. 

Fred.     Matilda.,  my  own  worshipp'd  Matilda ! 
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Mat.    Frederick ! 

Fred.  Start  not,  'tis  the  last  time  these  lips  muit  so  pro- 
fane the  name — mj  Aiture  fate  Lb  fixed— a  few  brief  hours  and 
I  quit  a  home  in  which  my  youthful  years  were  sheltered : 
friends  on  whom  my  every  hope  was  fixed-— with  that  inten- 
sity of  feeling  the  outcast  and  the  orphan  alone  can  know — 
yet,  ere  I  go,  let  me  {Kneeling  to  Counies$,)  once  more  press 
a  hand  to  which  the  tottering  steps  of  childhood  clung,  a 
hand  swift  in  gift,  yet  ever  slow  in  punishment,  which, 
open  as  the  owner's  soul,  has  heaped  uponme  the  munificence 
of  the  patron  and  shielding  watchfulness  of  the  parent — 
you  weep,  Madam — ^if  your  eyes  thus  fill  at  that  tender  name 
what  must  this  lone  heart  now  suffer  at  the  bereavement  of 
the  only  friend  it  ever  claimed — the  only  mother  that  it  ever 
knew  ? 

Countess.  Ah,  my  child,  in  truth  as  well  as  love — my 
son! 

Fred.     You  my  mother  ! 

Countess.  Ah,  my  son,  my  son, — {Embrace.)  ask  me 
not  now  why  this  has  so  long  been  secret — I  cannot  speak — 
Matilda  shall  answer  for  me.  {Joins  their  hoftds — they 
kneet.)     Philip,  our  son — our  son  implores  your  blessing. 

PiiiL.  fPnintintjf  to  ahom\)  And  may  it  be  registered 
there,  as  truly  as  I  bestow  it  here. 

CURTAIN    FALLS. 


Erratum,  page  10,  after  line  7. 
Phii.     Tm  wrong,  young  lady,    very  wrong — but  an  old  soMier  find' 
it  hard  to  learn  the  oily  jargon  uf  a  gentlcniuu  uf  the  chamber. 
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189  tli^  Mine  Aitt^ot 

THE    MOUNTAIN    SYLPH, 

A  ROMANTIC   OPBRA,     IN  TWO  ACTS. 

THE  BARBER  BARON ; 

A  FARCB  IN  TWO  ACTS. 

THE    CASTLE    OF   WOLFENSTEIN; 

OR, 

THE  ACCUSING  SPIRIT, 

A  KKLO-DRAMA,    IN   TWO   ACTS. 

THE     EXECUTIONER; 

OR 

VANRICK  OF  VOORN, 

A  MBLO-DRAMA,  IN  THREE  ACTS. 

MY  WIFE,  OR  MY  PLACE, 

A  COMEDY,    IN  TWO  ACTS. 

THE    YOUTHFUL    QUEEN, 

A  COMEDY,  IN  TWO  ACTS. 

BROTHER  DEVIL, 

AN    OPERA,  IN   TWO  ACTS. 

THE    SPIRIT   OF   THE   HILL; 

OR, 
THE  VILLAGE  SOMNAMBULIST, 

AN  OPERETTA  IN  TWO  ACTS. 

GUSTAVUS  OF  SWEDEN, 

OR, 

THE  MASKED  BALL, 

A     DRAMA     IN     TWO     ACTS. 
ALSO   A    PAMPHLET   ON 

THEATRICAL    EMANCIPATION, 

AND  THE 

RIGHTS  OF  DRAMATIC  AUTHORS. 
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IN  TWO  ACTS. 


By   J.   R.   PLANCHE. 
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THEATRE  ROYAL,  DRDRY   LANE, 


SATURDAY,   OCTOBER  18M,  1834. 


LONDON: 
JOHN    MILLER,    HENRIETTA   STREET, 

COVENT  GARDEN, 
(Agent  to  the  Dramatic  Authon  Societjf.) 
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Savill,  Printer,  (iate  llarjttU  tf  !^anll,:  lO;,  St.  MartinV-Unc. 


An  agreeable  Comedie- Vaudeville,  by  Messrs.  Scrih£  aiid 
Melbsville,  called  '<  Le  Moulin  de  Javelle/'  formed  the 
ground-work  of  this  little  Drama,  which  I  cannot  suffer  to  go 
to  press  without  a  public  acknowledgment  of  the  obligation 
I  feel  under  to  Mr.  Hartley,  for  his  ready  acceptance  and 
zealous  performance  of  a  character  expressly  designed  for, 
and  rejected  by,  Mr.  William  Forren. 

JR.  PLANX'HK. 


Nnc.  lOth,  IP.'3'I. 
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Philip  (Dukeo/Orieans,  Regent  of  France),  Mr,  Vining 

The  x\bbe  Dubois  (TUs  MinUier) Mr.  Bartlky 

Porto  Carrero   (Secretary  to  tlie  Spanish  >   ^|      p 

Ambassador)    5"  ^^^'  o\k^r 

Captain  D* Aubigny   Mr.  Cooper 

Verdier  (Page  to  the  Regent) Mr.  Muars 

The  Duchess  du  Maine Mrs.  Newcombk 

Rose Mrs.  H.  Ckamek 

Justine Mrs.  Humuy 

Lisette    Miss  Lee 

Marton Miss  Murray 

Julie Mrs.  Chester 
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ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 

Chamber  in  a  Tavern  near  Pari*.     Door  in  fat. 

Enter  the  Duchess  du  Maine  and  Porto  CARREBO,iodtn 

Ok  common  citizen  cotlume  of  the  period. 

D(JCH.  This  way,  and  speak  low. 

PoBTO.  Truly  a  singular  place  to  fix  od  for  a  political 
confereDce — a  comiDon  tavern  beyond  the  barriers  ofPahs — 
the  holiday  rCDdezvous  of  all  the  grlsettea  and  apprentices 
in  the  city. 

DucH.  You  received  my  note  ? 

Porto.  (Pmnting  to  hit  drett)  Ecce  aignum !  as  your 
highness  desired,  you  behold  the  Spanish  Ambassador's  prin- 
cipal secretary  in  the  drees  of  an  honest  citizen  of  Paris. 

DucH.  What  news  from  Perpig^noa  ? 

Porto.  The  governor  is  our's,  and,  for  the  stipulated  sum • 
will  open  the  gates  to  the  troops  of  Philip  the  FifUi. 

DucH.  Excellentl     But,  ere  we  proceed  further,  tell  me,    - 
frankly— that  is,  as  frankly  as  may  become  an  ambassador's 
secretary — do  you  think  1  may  depend  upon  the  promises  of 
Cardinal  Alberoni  ? 
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Porto.  Are  not  your  interests  the  same  ?  Provided  tbe 
young  king,  Louis  the  FifVeenth,  is  declared  the  ward  of 
Spain,  the  Cardinal  consents  to  delegate  the  actual  power  to 
his  highness  the  Duke  du  Maine,  and,  as  your  influence  over 
your  husband  is  unbounded — 

DucH.  'Tis  I,  in  fact,  who  will  govern  France^-^as  in 
justice  I  should ;  for  the  regency  is  oar's  by  right ;  be- 
queathed to  us  in  the  last  will  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  and, 
but  for  the  weakness  of  my  husband,  and  the  intrigues  of  the 
Abb^  Dubois, — whom  I  hate  almost  as  much  as  I  do  his 
patron,  Philip  of  Orleans,— could  not  have  been  wrested  fh>m 
us ! 

PoRTO.  The  impudence  of  that  Dubois  is  immeasurable! 

DucH.  Except  by  his  cunning  and  his  profligacy.  He  is 
surely  some  demon  incarnate  ;  for  he  is  always  gaming,  yet 
never  loses — always  drinking,  yet  never  drunk — always  in- 
triguing, yet  never  in  love. 

Porto.  The  son  of  a  village  apothecary ! — he  aspires  to  the 
highest  dignities  of  the  church. 

DucH.  Oh,  yes !  he  would  be  Archbishop  of  Cambray, 
and  the  Regent  is  to  use  his  irfluence  to  get  him  a  cardinal's 
hat.  But  the  Regent  must  make  haste,  for,  if  all  goes  well, 
Philip  of  Orleans  will  be  tliia  very  night  on  his  road  to 
Spain. 

Porto.  To  night !  Seize  him  in  Paris  ? — in  the  midst  of 
his  guards  and  his  friends  "^  for  he  has  many  ;  notwithstand- 
ing his  follies  and  dissipations,  the  conqueror  of  Steinkirk  is 
still  popular!  Beware,  madam — so  bold  a  step  may  ruin 
the  whole  scheme. 

DucH.  Who  spoke  of  seizing  him  in  Paris,  in  the  midst 
of  liis  partizans  ?     It  is  here,  in  the  gardens  of  this  humble 
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tsVem/tbat  we  shal)  lay  kanda  apon  thur  royal  r6ue-^he  will 
be  here  within  an  hour. 

Porto.  The  Regent — in  this  tavern ! 

Ddch«  Alone,  unattended — in  pursuit  of  a  litde  grisette, 
of  whom  he  is  passionately  enamoured.  By  a  most  fortu- 
nate accident^  one  of  my  spies  became  informed  of  their 
assignation ;  for  he  has  not  even  trusted  his  worthy  confi- 
danty  Dubois,  upon  this  occasion.  I  immediately  secured 
this  apartment ;  firom  a  window  in  that  closet  we  can  over- 
look the  gardens,  and,  at  night,  as  he  attempts  to  leave 
them — 

PoBTO.  By  our  Lady  of  the  PUlar !  But  have  you  a 
coach? 

DucH.  A  hired  one — a  common  fiacre — to  prevent  suspi- 
cion, but  with  the  swiftest  horses  in  my  own  stable.  A  strong 
escort,  well  mounted  and  armed,  is  concealed  in  the  wood, 
and  relays  are  ready  all  along  the  road.  He  cannot  escape 
us. 

{A  knock  ai  the  door.) 

PoRTO.  Some  one  comes ! 

DucH.  'Tis  a  young  oflficer,  who  considers  himself  ill-used 
by  the  government.  He  is  pledged  to  obey  me,  but  I  have 
not  entrusted  him  with  this  portion  of  my  plan. 

(Opens  the  door.) 

Enter  D'Aubigny. 

D'AuB.  (Seeing  Porto  Carrbro.)  Your  pardon.  (^Retiring) 
DocH.  Enter,  sir,  and  fear  not.     This  gentleman  is  of  our 

way  of  thinking.     What  success  at  the  Louvre  ? 

D'AuB.  I  have  sounded  several  officers,  who,  like  mysell', 

have  served  under  the  Duke  du  Maine,  and  they  profess 
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themselves  devoted  to  your  highnen ;  bat  one  express  stipak* 
lation  isy  that  there  shall  be  no  foreign  interference.  The 
first  Spanish  soldier  that  crosses  the  frontier  ends  the  league 
between  us. 

DucH.  (Looking  at  Porto  Carrbro.)  You  mi^  assure 
them,  sir,  that  nothing  of  the  kind  is  meditated*  Our  only 
object  is  to  liberate  his  majesty  from  the  odious  restraint  now 
imposed  upon  him  by  the  self-elected  governors^  and  Aereby 
give  peace  and  happiness  to  France. 

PoRTO.  (AMe  and  nniling,)  Of  course,  all  disturbances 
have  peace  for  their  object. 

DucH.  Your  services  shall  be  rewarded  by  the  regiment 
you  desire,  and  there  may  be  other  modes  of  proving  to  you 
our  gratitude. 

D*AnB.  I  confess,  madam,  that  I  have  private  and  per- 
sonal motives  for  my  conduct.  I  am  most  anxious  to  become 
independent  of  my  family,  by  carving  out  new  distinctions 
and  fortune  for  myself,  that  I  may  freely  share  them  with 
the  choice  of  my  heart ; — and  the  barefaced  sale  of  the  rank 
which  was  my  due  to  a  creature  of  the  Abb^  Dubois,  at 
such  a  moment — 

DucH.  Take  comfort,  sir;  you  shall  be  righted  and  re- 
venged. This  letter  to  the  president,  that  the  council  may 
be  ready  to  assemble  at  the  first  signal.  Tell  your  friends  to 
be  prepared  for  a  bold  step,  and  return  in  an  hour's  time  for 
further  instructions. 

D'AuB.  You  shall  be  obeyed,  madam.  (Going,) 

DucH.  Stay, — are  you  acquainted  with  the  person  of  the 
Regent  ? 

D'AuB.  No,  madam ;  this  is  my  first  visit  to  Parb,  and  I 
have  never  seen  him,  to  my  knowledge. 
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DVCB.  1^  no  matter;  you  may  go,  dr.  (D'Aubiont 
boiot,  and  exit.^  Come,  let  ub  to  the  window,  uid  see  if  he 
buarrired. 

PoBTO.  That  young  mao  may  give  ua  some  trouble. 

Ddch,  Pear  him  not.  He  ia  a  mere  wheel,  which  I  have 
set  in  motion,  and  will  only  know  the  hour,  to  which  he  helps 
to  move'the  hand,  by  the  clock  striking.  He  may  stop  then 
M  BDOD  as  he  pleases. 

(Exeunt  DVCRBSS  and  POBTO  CaBRSKO.) 


T^  Gardms  of  the  Tavern. 

On  B.  H.,  lie  hotue,  a  teindow  ofuikich  it  cotupicuoia. 

Enter,  from  the  hou$e,  Caft.  D'Aubignt. 

D'AtJB.  So  i  behold  me  fairly  embarked  ia  a  conspiracy. 
Yet,  after  all,  it  is  but  to  overthrow  an  obnoxious  minister, 
and  therefore,  in  &ct,  a  plot  to  serve  the  king ;  but  to  serve 
him  against  bis  will  may  be  called  treason,  and  the  penalty  of 
treason  is — well,  no  matter,  I  have  set  my  all  upon  this  ca^t, 
and  if  I  can  but  discover  some  trace  of  my  dear  Rose — 
(Uaigh  wUhout)— can  it  be  possible — that  form — at  the  veiy 
moment  when — it  is!  it  must  be  she!  Oh,  fortune!  But 
who  are  those  with  her  ?  let  me  observe.  (Stanch  aride.) 

ErUer  RoSS,/oUowed hif  JUSTINB,  LiSETTB,  FaNCHON,  and 

JvLi^wUh  baskets. 
Rose.  This  way,  this  way  —  the  prettiest  place  is  down 
that  walk. 

b2 
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J  Ds.  Stop  a  bit — stop  a  bit ! — has  any  body  paid  the  ooadi  t 

RosB.  To  be  sure — I  have. 

Jus.  That's  right,  for  I've  no  money^I'll   pay   next 

time. 

Lis.  Fin  sure  you  will,  for  I've  heard  you  say  so  twenty 
tiinesy  at  least. 

Jus.  Indeed,  Mbtress  Nimbletongue !  Toa  never  had 
grace  enough  to  make  the  offer.  Who'll  lend  me  a  pin  to 
fasten  my  kerchief— don't  all  speak  at  once. 

RosB.  Here — here. 

Jus.  Thank  you,  my  dear.  Ah !  if  every  body  was  as 
good-natured  as  Mademoiselle  Rose — 

Lis.  How  fond  we  should  all  be  of  Mademoiselle  Justine ! 

Jus.  I'd  have  you  to  know,  Mademoiselle  Lisctte — 

RosB.  Come,  come — I  wont  have  any  quarrelling.  We 
came  out  to  be  all  merry  and  friendly  together,  and  those  who 
don't  choose  to  be  so  may  go  and  dine  by  themselves — they 
shan't  join  our  party.  Where's  Marton  ?  why  is  she  not  with 
us? 

Lis.  Oh,  she  told  me  she  was  going  to  dine  with  her  aunt, 
and  so  I  said  nothing  to  her  about  our  party.  But  where's 
Monsieur  Fran9ois  all  this  while  ?  It's  mighty  gallant,  to 
let  us  arrive  before  him,  I  will  say. 

Jus.  Suppose  he  should  not  come  at  all ! 

Rose.  Oh,  he's  sure  to  come — some  business  has  detained 
him  at  his  office ;  a  clerk,  you  know,  cannot  command  his 
time. 

Lis.  Oh,  of  course  youli  find  an  excuse  for  him. 

Jus.  Well,  and  very  right  too ;  he's  very  kind  to  her,  I'm 
sure— and  so  he  is  to  us  all,  for  the  matter  of  that.  He's  a 
very   nice  man — that   he  is;    he's  promised  me  a   whole 
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piece  of  peach-coloured  ribbon,  and  said  he  should  take  my 
cheeks  for  the  pattern — wasn't  that  pretty  now  ? 

Lis.  Pretty  well,  for  a  lawyer's  clerk. 

Jus.  A  lawyer's  clerk  !  Bless  my  stars !  How  grand  we 
are,  since  a  Captain  of  musqueteers  chucked  us  under  the 
chin  ! 

Lis.  What's  that  you  say,  mademoiselle  ? 

RosB.  Ladies !  Ladies !  I  must  request — ^you  t^'O  are  al- 
ways squabbling — follow  me,  all  of  you,  through  these  trees, 
and — (t€ct  D'AuBiGNY,  who  advances) — Mercy  on  me! 
—Captain  D'Aubigny! 

D'AuB.  Rose  I 

Rose.  You  in  Paris  ? 

D'AuB.  I  arrived  but  last  week  from  Dijon ; — ^but  may  I 
speak  with  you  for  a  moment  alone  ? 

Jus.  O,  to  be  sure,  sir.     Come  away,  ladies,  directly. 

Lis.  We  wouldn't  intrude  for  the  world.  {Aside  to  Rose.) 
What  will  Monsieur  Fran9ois  say  ? 

Rose.  O,  this  is  an  old  friend — almost  a  relation — 

Lis.  Aye,  aye — a  cousin !  we  know.  {Aside.)  A  cap- 
tain, too  !  Well,  Tm  sure — some  marching  regiment — no- 
thing like  the  musqueteers. 

Jus.  There's  a  swing  in  the  garden — let's  all  go  and 
swing  in  the  swing  ! 

All.  Yes,  yes — the  swing ! — the  swing  ! 

Jus.  The  first  there  shall  have  the  first  ride  I  one — two — 
three,  and  away ! 

{All  scamper  outy  leaving  Rose  with  D'Aubigny.) 

D'AuB.  Dearest  Rose,  this  meeting — I  can  hardly  believe 
my  senses.  But  who  are  those  girls,  and  why  do  I  find 
you  here  ? 
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Rose.  They  work  in  the  same  diop  with  me;  ud,  to-d^r 

being  a  holyday — 

D'AuB.  Work !— shop !     What  is  this  I  hear ! 

Rose.  You  did  not  know  I  was  at  Paris,  then  ? 

D'AuB.  I  only  knew  you  had  quitted  Dijon  suddenly, 
without  explaining  your  motives  to  any  one;  and  I  had 
sought  in  vain  for  some  trace  of  your  steps.  ^ 

Rose.  You  had  not  forgotten  me,  then  ? 

D'AuB.  Foi^tten  yon ! — Absence  has  but  increased  my 
passion  ! — I  love  you  more  fondly  than  ever ! 

Rose.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it ! 

D'AuB.  How? 

Rose.  Hear  me,  Monsieur  D*Aubigny,  and  patiently,  I 
entreat  you.  Born  on  your  mother's  estate — indebted  to 
her  for  education  and  protection — I  loved  you  from  my 
earliest  childhood,  without  dreaming  of  the  distance  fortune 
had  placed  between  us  !  When,  on  the  death  of  your  dear 
mother,  you  quitted  Dijon  for  the  army — your  uncle  by  ac- 
cident witnessed  our  parting,  and,  alarmed  at  the  prospect  of 
such  a  connexion  for  his  nephew,  sought  our  cottage  the 
next  morning,  and,  aAer  shewing  me  the  folly  I  had  been 
guilty  of,  conjured  me,  by  the  memory  of  my  benefactress, 
not  to  degrade  her  son  in  the  eyes  of  his  family,  and  render 
him,  perhaps,  miserable  for  life ! 

D'AuB.  My  uncle? 

Rose.  I  felt  the  force  of  his  arguments.  I  knew  your  ex- 
pectations from  your  uncle — ^^our  dependence  upon  his 
pleasure.  My  love  was  not  a  selfish  love,  Henry,  and  I  deter- 
mined instantly  to  quit  Dijon  for  ever.  I  sought  in  Paris  a 
relation  who  would  have  protected  me.  Alas  !  she  was  no 
more  !     Alone — without  resources — in  this  great  city,  what 
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was  I  to  do  ?  I  had  been  taught  embroidery,  and  I  offered 
my  services  at  the  first  shop  that  presented  itself.  They 
were  accepted,  and  I  am  now  honestly  earning  a  small 
income,  happy  in  (at  least)  the  approval  of  my  own  con- 
science. 

D*AuB.  And  yon  have  done  this  for  my  sake ! — generons 
girl  I  But  I  will  suffer  this  no  longer.  I  claim  your  pro- 
mise—the fulfilment  of  the  pledge  you  gave  me  at  our  part- 
ing.   And,  despite  my  uncle — despite  the  whole  worid — 

Ross.  Stay — stay !  you  have  not  heard  all.  It  cannot 
be.     I— do  not  be  angry,  Henry — but — 

D' AuB.  But  what,  Rose  ?  Ah ! — do  I  guess  rightly ! — 
oh,  no !  no ! — tell  me  not  you  love  another ! 

Ross.  Captain  D*Aubigny — 

D'AuB.  (FrafUically.)  Yon  love  another ! 

Ross.  Say  it  were  true — 

D'AuB.  True! 

Ross.  Why  should  I  blush  to  avow  it  to  ray  fiiend — my 
brother? 

D'AuB.  (Bitterly,)  Your  brother — 

Ross.  You  can  never  be  more  to  me,  Henry.  Though  I 
am  poor,  I  am  proud — ^though  lowly  bom,  I  have  too  high  a 
spirit  to  enter  a  family  that  despises  me !  No,  young  as  I 
am — ignorant  of  the  world  as  I  am — I  have  learned  enough 
to  know  that  equality  of  rank  is  one  of  the  best  guarantees  of 
happiness  in  married  life.  And  I  fi^nkly  own  to  you,  there  is 
a  man  who  loves  me  dearly — a  kind-hearted,  worthy  man — 
almost  as  poor  as  I  am — gaining  his  livelihood  as  I  do  mine 
—  by  humble^  but  honest,  exertion  —  one  who  need  not 
blush  to  call  me  his  wife,  or  pain  me  by  the  recollection  of 
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sacrifices  made  (or  my  sake !  Captain  D' Aubigny,  believe 
me,  it  is  for  the  good  of  both — I  am  pledged  to  anodier. 

D*AuB.  And  this  is  my  reward !  I  must  hear  this-*!, 
who,  to  become  independent  of  my  family,  and  tfienby 
remove  all  obstacles  to  our  union,  have  even  now  en- 
dangered— 

Rose.  Endangered ! — What,  speak  yon  of  danger  ? 

D' AuB.  I  know  not  what  I  say  ! — 'tis  nothing-^^otfaing ! 
Perhaps  one  day — I  loiter  here  too  long.  I  have  a  duty  to 
perform ;  but  I  will  return — ^return  and  fiure  this  rival! 

Rose.  What  would  you  do  ? 

D'AuB.  Dispute  his  right ! — I  have  a  prior  claim!  Your 
first  vows  were  mine,  and  I  will  not  believe  you  faithless  to 
tliem ! — no  human  force  shall  rob  me  of  your  love  I — or — if 
80 — T  will  not  survive  the  loss  of  it  I  (Exit  D' Aubiony.) 

Rose.  Captain  D*Aubigny ! — Henry ! — He  is  gone.  Alas, 
alas !  I  pity  him  sincerely ;  but  reflection  will,  I  am  sure, 
convince  him,  and  then  he  will  be  again  my  iiiend — my 
brother.  O,  yes,  yes, — he  is  so  good,  so  generous,  so  ami* 
able !  He  is  not  so  gay  and  agreeable  as  Francois,  certainly ; 
but  then  Francois  has  nothing  to  dietarb  his  gaiety.  (^Laugh 
without.)  Hark !  his  laugh  was  amongst  them,  I'm  sure  !->^ 
yes,  here  he  comes,  with  Justine  and  the  whole  party.  How 
fortunate  he  did  not  meet  D' Aubigny ;  for,  though  he  is  but 
a  clerk,  he  has  a  great  deal  of  spirit. 

Enter  tJie  Regent,  plainly ^   hut  neatly ,  dressed,  a  blue  cloak 
over  his  arm ;  he  is  surrotmdcd  by  Justine  and  Lisettb 
and  the  other  girls. 
Jus.  My  ribbons! — my  ribbons  I — my  ribbons.  Monsieur 

Fran9ois ! 
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Li8.  And  my  sweetmeats ! — my  sweetmeats,  Mouiiieur 
Fran9ois ! 

Jul.  And  what  you  promised  me.  Monsieur  Fran9oi8 ! 

Fan.  And  me ! — and  me ! — and  me.  Monsieur  Fran9oi6 ! 

Rbo.  Silence  in  the  court ! — Here's  a  coil ) — if  you  dop't 
let  roe  out.  Til  kiss  you  all  round.  (T%«y  dm'i  mane.) 
Pshaw  !  what  a  fool  I  am, — I  mean  I  wont  kiss  one  of  you ! 
{They  teparaie.)  So !  I  thought  that  would  luring  you  to  your 
senses.  There,  Mademoiselle  Justine,  is  your  ribbon ;  but 
your  complexion  is  not  to  be  matched  in  Paris.  {Salute*  her 
Of  he  gives  the  parcel,)  And  there,  Mademoiselle  Lisette,  are 
your  sweetmeats ;  and  here  are  mine.  (Kissing  her-)  And 
here,  Julie,  is  what  I  promised  you — (giving  /MrceQ^-and 
this  is  what  you  promised  me.  (Kissing  her.)  And  here — 
(to  Fanchon) — 

Rose.  "  And  here,  and  here,"  indeed  ! — and  here  am  /, 
Monsieur  Fran9ois.  Do  you  know  what  you  are.  doing, 
sir? 

Reg.  (Aside  to  her.)  What  I  used  to  do  at  school,  my 
love — saving  the  nicest  morsel  for  the  last — (gives  parcel  to  and 
salutes  Fanchon,  then  returning  to  Rose) — for  thee,  dearest 
Rose,  I  have  brought  nothing  but  a  rose.  (Taking  one/rom 
his  bosom.)  'Tis  out  of  the  royal  garden;?*  though — and  one  of 
the  rarest  iu  them.  I  knew  thou  hadst  ataste  for  flowers,  and 
I  could  find  nothing  made  by  art  worthy  of  the  perfection  of 
nature.     (Kisses  her  hand  respectfully.) 

Lis.  Perfection  I — ahem  !  If  he  knew  about  the  captain  ? 
(To  Justine.) 

Jus.  Be  quiet,  do ! — how  would  you  like  it  yourself? 

Rose.  What  made  you  so  late  ? 
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Reo.  O,  don*t  talk  of  it ;  I've  been  hnrnoocd  to  death— 
so  much  busiaess  to  get  through. 

Jus.  What  sort  of  business — all  writing? 

Reo.  a  good  deal  of  it;  but  every  thing  is  laid  on  my 
shoulders — I've  the  responsibility  of  the  whole  oflBce. 

Lis.  And  what  d'ye  get  a  day  for  it— a  crown  ? 

Rbo.  Not  quite ; — the  next  above  me  has  that. 

Jus.  And  don't  do  half  so  much  work,  I'll  be  bound. 

Rbg.  You're  right  there. 

Lis.  It*8  always  the  case.    And  where  is  your  oflBce  ? 

Reg.  Near  the  Palais  Royal. 

Jus.  And  do  you  live  there  ? 

Rbo.  Close  by.  You  must  all  come  some  evening,  and 
sup  with  me. 

All.  Oh,  that  we  will. 

Jus,  I  like  visiting  a  bachelor — it's  such  fun  !  One  turns 
every  thing  topsyturvy !     Oh !  see  there  ! — see  there ! 

Rose.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jus.  See  who's  coming! 

Lis.  As  I  live,  'tis  Marten  after  all, — and  with  a  beau  ! 

Rose.  A  young  man  ! 

Jus.  Lud,  no ! — quite  an  old  fright ! 

Lis.  And  she  vowed  to  me  she  was  going  to  dine  with 
her  aunt. 

Reg.  Well,  and  now  she's  taking  a  walk  with  her  uncle, 
— that's  all. 

Lis.  Her  uncle  1 — she  hasn't  got  one,  I  know ! — we've 
caught  her  out ! 

Jus.  She  doesn't  know  we're  here ! — back — back  I — we'll 
have  such  fun  !  (^All  retire  cautiottsly  amongst  the  trees.) 
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Enter  the  Abbb  Ddbois,  dreued  oi  a  Frendi  iradnmanf 

eteortinff  MabIton. 

Dub.  Eh !  house  there>  gar9on ! — What  has  become  of  all 
the  waiters,  I  wonder — nobody  in  attendance ! 

Rbg.  (^Atidcy  and  peeping,)  Dubois!  By  all  that's  deli- 
cious!— ^the  old  sinner ! 

Mab.  (Affectedly.)  One  can  never  get  proper  attention  in 
these  low  places.  I  am  surprised,  Mons.  Prudhomme,  you 
should  have  brought  a  lady  to  such  an  ungenteel  tJEtvem, 
where  one  never  sees  anybody  better  than  a  stay-maker  or  a 
shopboy. 

Dub.  (Aside.)  That's  the  very  reason.  Nobody  knows 
me  here.  (Aloud,)  Pardon  me,  charming  Marton ;  but 
thou  hast  thine  own  beauty  to  blame  for  it.  Think'st  thou  I 
would  risk  its  display  amongst  the  courtiers  and  fine  gentle- 
men of  Paris  ?  What  chance  would  thy  poor  devoted 
sen'ant  stand  beside  the  laced  and  feathered  rakes  and 
rou^  of  the  Palais  Royal  ?  No,  Marton,  my  Venus ! — my 
pearl !  If  thou  lovest  me,  we  can  he  as  happy  here,  in  these 
humble  bowers,  unknown — unmolested.  (The  Regent, 
who  hat  approached  the  Abbe  unperceivedy  while  Justine  and 
the  others  have  surrounded  Marton,  here  touches  him  on 
the  shoulder,)  Who  the  plague  are  you,  sir  ?  (Aside,)  The 
Regent !  (Justine  and  others  hurst  into  d  laugh,) 

All.  (Curtseying  to  Mabton.)  Delighted  to  see  you. 
Mademoiselle  Marton. 

Jus  Couldn't  have  supposed,  though,  you  would  have 
condescended  to  come  to  such  a  low  place ! 

Lis.  Where  one  never  sees  anybody  better  than  a  stay- 
maker  ! 
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Mar.  (j4$ide,)  ProvokiDgl  (Alowd.)  My  dear  friends! 
quite  enchanted  at  this  meeting.   Who  could  have  thoag^t— 

Lis.  Who>  indeed,  when  you  were  engaged  to  dine  with 
your  aunt !     How  is  the  dear  old  lady  ? 

Jus.  Is  that  she,  in  the  brown  coat  and  black  wig  ? 

Mar.  i^AMe,)  Impertinent  minx !  (AlowL)  Dear  girl, 
how  I  envy  you  your  excellent  spirits !  This  is  my  uncle. 
Monsieur  Prudhomme. 

All.  {SiiJUng  a  laugh.)  Uncle?     Oh  !  ho  ! 

Mar.  (Continuing.)  A  highly  respectable  upholsterer— 

Reg.  And  cabinet-maker.  I  have  long  had  the  pleasure 
of  his  acquaintance ;  but  never  till  now  knew  there  was  so 
much  beauty  in  the  family.  'Twas  strange  I  should  guess^ 
tliough,  that  Mademoiselle  Marton  had  an  uncle  of  some 
sort. 

Dub.  (Aside  to  him.)  Your  Highness 

Reg.  (AMe  to  him.)  Silence! 

Mar.  (To  Dubois.)  You  know  Monsieur  Fran9oi8,  then  ? 

Dub.  Monsieur  Franjois?  Oh,  yes,  I  know  Monsieur 
Fran9ois.     I — I — 

Reg.  I  am  indebted  to  him  for  my  present  situation. 

Dub.  The  obligation  is  mutual.  He  set  me  up  in 
business. 

Rose.  You,  Fran9ois !     Had  you  ever  the  money  to — 

Reu.  Money  !  oh  dear,  no ;  but  I  recommended  him  to  a 
good  job  or  so,  when  he  was  only  a  journeyman  joiner.  The 
lod  boy  is  now  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  and  works  for  the  king. 

Dub.  (Pf^iih  a  bow  to  the  Regent.)  And  all  the  Royal 
Family. 

Jus.  Law !  Then  perhaps  you  furnished  the  Palai:» 
Royal  for  the  Regent?     They  say  it's  magnificent. 
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Ln.  Tes^  and  that  the  Regent's  a  capital  customer.  You 
may  charge  him  what  you  please,  if  you  don't  ask  him 
for  the  money. 

Dub.  (^Cawfhing,)  Ahem  !   ahem  ! 

Mar.  Not  but  what  he  flings  away  plenty  at  play,  and  in 
all  sorts  of  wickedness. 

Dub.  Ahem!  ahem! 

Jul.  Oh !  he's  a  shocking  spendthrift,  and  a  dreadful 
libertine — the  ruin  of  all  the  poor  girls  he  meets  with. 

Dub.  Ahem !  ahem !  Some  say  the  girls  are  the  ruin  of 
him. 

Jus.  Well,  now,  I  like  the  Regent.  Pm  told  he's  very 
handsome,  and  very  gooduatured,  and  as  brave  as  a  lion ;  and 
it's  only  his  bad  advisers  that  ruin  him. 

Reo.  {CougMngy  and  nudging  Dubois.)  Ahem  !  ahem ! 

Mar.  Yes,  there's  that  Abbe  Diibob,  for  instance,  hLs 
Prime  Minister — 

Rbo.  Ahem !  ahem  ! 

Mar.  Who  is  quite  as  great  a  rake  as  the  Regent  Iiimself, 
though  twice  as  old  ;  and  an  Abbe,  too,  and  as  ugly  as  sin. 

Reg.  Ahem  !  ahem ! 

Jus.  Yes,  the  nasty  old  flight,  I've  heard  of  his  tricks ; 
and  he's  just  as  stingy  as  the  Regent  is  generous. 

All.  Oh !  he's  a  shocking  bad  man. 

Reg.  Oh  !  an  abominable  character ! 

Lis.  An  old  fool ! 

Dub.  Fool !  halt  there,  if  you  please.  I'll  give  him  up  on 
the  other  points — as  ugly,  and  as  stingy,  and  as  wicked  as 
you  like ;  but  the  man  who,  from  nothing,  has  become 
Prime  Minister ;  who  has  held  in  check  the  ambition  of  Car- 
dinal Alberoni ;  who,  in  spite  of  a  thousand  obstacles,  has 
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completed  so  great  a  treaty  as  the  Triple  AUiaoea^  may  be 
a  knave  if  you  will;  but  a  fool? — no!  and  I  wiQ  not  stand 
here  and 

Mar.  Bless  me^  Monsieur  Pradhomme,  how  warmly  you 
take  his  part! 

Reg.  He  expects  to  furnish  his  palace  when  he  is  a  car- 
dinal ;  but  that  will  never  be. 

Dub.  It  will — ^it  must  be.  The  Regent  has  promised 
to  write  to  the  Pope. 

Reg.  The  Regent  will  never  have  the  impudence. 

Jus.  Ob  !  as  to  that,  he  has  impudence  enough  for  any- 
thing ;  but,  hang  the  Regent  and  his  Minister — I'm  dying  for 
my  dinner^  and  here  we  stand  chattering  politics. 

Reg.  Aye!  aye!  hang  the  Regent  —  and  his  Minister 
especially  !     To  dinner ! — to  dinner !     I  suppose  we  shall 

join  forces— eh,  Mr. What  the  devil's  your  name  ? 

{AMe  to  Dubois.) 

Dub.  (^Aside.)  Pnidhomme !  {^Aloud.)  Oh,  to  be  sure. 
Waiter !     We  can't  find  a  waiter. 

Rose.  What  do  we  want  with  a  waiter?  We  are  all 
going  to  wait  on  ourselves — to  dine  amongst  the  trees  yonder 
on  the  grass. 

Jus.  To  be  sure ;  and  we're  all  to  make  ourselves  handy. 
I'm  to  lay  the  cloth ;  Fran9ois  to  draw  the  corks ;  and,  what 
shall  Monsieur  Pnidhomme  do  ? 

Lis.  Oh,  he  shall  dress  the  salade. 

Dub.  I ! 

Reg.  It'll  be  a  confoundedly  sour  one,  I  can  see,  by  his 
face. 

Jus.  Oh,  nonsense  !  What's  he  good  for  if  he  can't  dress 
a  salade? 
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Rbq.  Ohy  what  indeed ! 

Just.  If  he  doesn't  know  how,  he  must  be  taught;  and  if 
he  behaves  himself  I'll  sing  him  the  new  song  about  his 
friend  the  Minister : — 

''Hey!  bcf!  Monsieur I'AbM, 
Youll  go  to  the  devil  instead  of  Cambray.*' 

**  Amen/'  I  say. 

Dub.  Much  obliged.    . 

Mar.  Oh,  but  there's  a  better  than  that : — 

"  The  Abb6  Dubois  would  a  cardinal  be ; 
But  the  deril  with  triumph  grins, 
For,  instead  of  the  cardinal  rirtues,  be 
Has  sent  him  the  deadly  sins  1*' 

(^U  laugh  but  Dubois.) 

Ross.  Come  along,  and  get  the  things  out  of  the  baskets ; 
Francois,  go  and  order  the  wine. 

(TKe  girls  run  out  with  their  beiskets,  laughingy  and 
leaving  the  Regent  with  Dubois.) 

Rko.  "Hey!  hey!  Monsieur  TAbbe !"  you've  fellen 
amongst  friends,  it  appears. 

Dub.  To  think  of  meeting  his  Royal  Highness  Philip  Duke 
of  Orleans,  and  Regent  of  France,  in  a  common  guingette! 

Reg.  Why  not  as  likely  as  his  Reverend  Tutor  and 
Counsellor,  William  Dubois,  Abbe  of  St.  Just,  Minister  and 
Secretary  of  State,  and  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Cambray — 
in  expectation  ? 

Dub.  I  am  the  son  of  a  village  apothecary ;  you  are  the 
nephew  of  Louis  XIV. 

Reg.  But  I  am  in  love,  and  you  are  not,  I'll  be  sworn, 
whatever  you  pretend  to  be. 

Dub.  In  love  ! — with  a  grisette  ? 

c  2 
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Reo.  Really,  paanoDately,  reqpeetfiilly,  in  lovt!  Too 
may  laagh,  but  it  is  a  fiict.  And  the  proof  i%  tiial  I  dioiild 
never  have  entrusted  you  with  my  seonet  had  yoa  not 
stumbled  upon  me  thus.  It  is  now  nearly  a  montti  nnoe, 
walking  one  evening  in  the  ThuillerieSy  I  saw  half-a-dosen  of 
our  young  nobility  scampering  up  and  down  one  of  the 
alleys,  laughing  prodigiously.  I  advanced  towards  tfaem  to 
share  in  their  mirth,  when  a  beautiful  young  eraature^  pale 
and  trembling,  broke  from  the  grasp  of  one  who  had  tried  to 
intercept  her,  and  threw  heiself  almost  into  my  srnm,  ex- 
claiming, **  Ah,  sir,  you  look  like  an  honest  man,  fixr  merqr's 
sake,  protect  an  innocent  girl  from  insult."  A  sign  from  me, 
of  course,  dispersed  the  party, — and  imagine  with  what 
intercbt  I  gazed  upon  the  lovely  face  and  perfect  form  of  my 
youthful  and  weeping  protegee. 

Dub.  (^Taking  a  pinch  of  snuff,)  I  can  easily  do  90. 
Your  Highnesses  interest  was  not  likely  to  be  checked  by 
your  Highness'0  principle. 

Reo.  Thou  art  mistaken,  Monsieur  Dubois.  Even  thy 
teaching  has  failed  in  making  me  a  perfect  scoundrel.  Her 
candour,  her  evident  alarm,  and  the  full  confidence  she 
reposed  in  my  honour,  inspired  me  with  a  respect  and  afiec- 
tion  I  have  been  long  a  stranger  to.  I  was  plainly  dressed, 
and  she  had  no  suspicion  of  my  rank.  I  saw  her  to  her 
lodgings  ;  left  her  in  the  care  of  her  friends ;  and  have 
since  seen  her  daily,  under  the  name  of  Francois,  and  in  the 
character  of  a  clerk  in  a  notary's  office.  I  love  her  to 
madness! 

Dub.  (drily)  So  it  appears. 

Reg.  And  she  has  acknowledged  I  am  not  indifferent  to 
her. 
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Dub.  She  is  very  kind. 

Rflo.  On  the  contrary  she  is  very  cruel ;  she  has  no  idea 
but  of  marriage. 

Dub.  What  a  pity  your  highness  has  ahready  a  wife. 

Reg.  Nay,  'tis  almost  fortunate,  for  I  positively  fear  that, 
sooner  than  lose  her— - 

Dub.  You  would  marry  a  milliner,  and  impale  three 
thimbles,  argent,  with  the  fleurs-de-lis  of  France. 

Rbg.  Ridiculous! 

Dub.  If  the  heralds  objected,  she  could  stitch  the  coats 
together  herself. 

Rbg.  Laugh  as  you  please,  mine  she  must  be.  I  will  de- 
clare my  rank,  and  try  if  it  be  possible  to  dazzle  her  into 
yielding. 

Dub.  Have  a  care ;  love  is  a  strange  thing-^-it  will  not  be 

commanded. 

Reg.  At  any  rate,  you  are  not  Love — and  I  command  yon, 
on  your  allegiance,  to  second  me  in  this  affiur— you  must 
think  of  nothing  else. 

Dub.  Nothing  else !  and  Cardinal  Alberoni*— who  is  mov- 
ing heaven  and  earth—^ 

Reg.  Hang  Alberoni. 

Dub.  I  should  prefer  it,  as  the  shorter  way,  but  that*s  im- 
possible. Then  there's  the  Duchess  du  Maine,  who  is  in 
league  with  him. 

Reg.  I  don't  believe  it.  You  are  always  teazing  me 
about  plots  and  conspiracies.  I  will  hear  of  no  plot  but  that 
which  is  to  secure  me  this  cruel  beauty. 

DuB.  Well,  well,  I'll  do  my  best. 

Reg.  You  are  the  prince  of  abb^. 
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Dub.  Your  highnesses  pardon,  I  am  but  the  abW  of  a 
prince. 

Reg.  Hush !     They  return. 

Re-enter  Justine,  with  a  Mollad-iowl  and  a  napkin. 

Jus.  Well!  Well!  What  are  you  loitering  here  for? 
Run  directly,  Monsieur  Francois,  and  make  yourself  useful ! 
{beats  him  out  with  the  napkin.)  And  here's  your  work 
(jjiving  Dubois  the  howl),  dress  that  sallad  nicely,  or  Made- 
moiselle Marton,  your  niece,  says  you  shall  never  come  out 
with  her  again. 

Dub.  {^side.)  If  this  is  to  be  the  rule  when  I  do- 
Jus.  I  do  believe  you're  too  proud,  and  don't  like  the  fun 
of  a  pic-nic  party.  Wliy,  bless  you,  much  greater  people 
than  you  delight  in  it.  Even  to-day,  one  of  the  waiters 
here  tells  me,  that  there's  a  lady  of  quality — dressed  just  like 
one  of  us — come  to  dine  here  with  a  great  lord,  in  disguise 
also. 

Dub.  (/Iside.)  The  devil!  If  they  should  see  us!  (Aloud) 
A  lady  of  quality — Do  they  know  who  she  is  ? 

Jus.  No;  but  somebody  told  Fritot,  the  cook,  that  they 
saw  her  get  out  of  a  coach  in  the  middle  of  the  wood,  and 
s])eak  to  a  party  of  men  on  horseback  with  an  air  of  com- 
mand that — 

Dub.  Men  on  horseback  !     Soldiers  ? 

Jus.  Soldiers,  or  servants,  he  didn't  know  which,  they 
were  all  so  cloaked  up — but  no  doubt  some  of  her  suite.  Go 
on  with  that  sallad,  do  ! 

Dub.  Yes,  yes,  but  I'm  curious  to  know  who  the  lady  can 
be  who  keeps  an  assignation  with  an  escort  of  cavalry.  A 
great  lord,  you  say,  in  disguise,  too  ? 
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Jut  Oh !  they  only  suppose  he'a  a  lord,  from  his  comuig 
I"  to  meet  a  lady. 

Dub.  Poor  ignorant  sotils  !  he's  asUkely  to  be  a  footman  I 
Are  thej'  about  the  gardens  ? 

Jls.  No  ;  they  are  in  that  room  now. 

Dij'm.  Zounds!  they  can  see  us  from  that  window,  then  ! 

Jl'k.  Well,  what  of  tliat  ?  They'll  see  you  spoil  a  good 
^«BlIad,  to  be  sure.     Give  it  me,  do. 

Dna.  Aye,  there'i  a  darling.     Dress  it,  while  I  just  take  a 


Jits.  Oh  dear !  oh  dear !  and  they  call  women  curious ! 
Dua.  (ff'ho  ha*  tlolen  roimd,  and  peeped  in  at  a  eorfitr  of 
«  window.)     There  they  are,  sure  enough,  in  deep  conver- 
1.     Who  on  earth  can  they  be  ?     Why,  no— yes — as  I 
The  Duchess  du  Maine  !     So  !     So !     Is  this  an  in. 
trigue  now — or  a  conspiracy  ? — id  either  cast>,  a  lucky  dis- 
covery !    But  the  man — the  man — he  keeps  hie  back  towards 
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Jl'b.  Well  1     Do  you  know  who  she  is? 

Dob.  HnshI  Hush!  I  think  1  do.  A  customer  of  mine. 
I  wouldn't  have  her  see  me  for  the  world,  {jiniik.)  Who 
the  deuce  is  the  man?  He  rises— now  1  shall  have  him  ! 
By  all  that's  suspicious — Porto  Carrero !— the  Spanish  am- 
bassador's secretary  ! — Here's  mischief  to  a  certainty.  Some 
desperate  blow  is  intended  ! — and  the  Regent  and  myself 
hen — without  guards — without  friends — whet's  to  be  done ! 

Jce.  What  aila  the  man  ?     Monsieur  Priidhomme  1 

Dub.  Silence,  my  dear  girl !     A  most  serious  afiair  ! 

Jds.  Serious!  What,  is  it  a  (ix)tman,  then  ?  Or — oh 
;y ! — Monsieur  Prudhomme  ! — Perhaps  the  lady  is  a  love 
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of  your'Sy  and  you're  jealous.    Ha!  ha!  ha!  if  I  don't  tell 
Marton ! 

Dub.  Tell  the  Devil !  (jitide.)  I  must  find  the  Regent ! 
The  Duchess  du  Maine! — Porto  Carrero! — Horsemen  in 
cloaks ! — What  will  become  of  us  ?    (RuAet  outJ) 

Jus.  Well,  of  all  the  rude  bears  I— "  Tell  the  devil,"  in- 
deed ! — and  leave  me  to  carry  all  the  things ! — an  ugly,  im- 
pudent old  man!  I  declare,  if  I  wasnH  so  hungiy,  I 
wouldn't  sit  down  in  lus  company,  for  all  he's  the  king's 
c^abinet-maker.  Tell  me  to  **  tell  the  devil!"  He'll  go  to 
him  long  before  /  shall,  and  so  he  may  tell  him  himself. 
(Exit  Justine.) 

Enter  Porto  CARRERO,/rom  the  house,  with  a  Man  enveloped 

in  a  mantle. 

Porto.  You  will  find  him  in  that  direction — ^you  cannot 
mistake — he  is  the  only  man  that — stay — ^by  Santiago! — 
yes — there  he  is— crossing  that  walk — ^in  a  blue  cloak — one 
of  the  new-fisishioned  Steinkirks.  Watch  him  closely,  and, 
when  he  departs,  manage  that  your  coach  is  the  one  hired 
for  him.  The  moment  he  is  in  it,  wait  for  nothing.  The 
escort  is  sure  to  follow.  He  comes.  He  must  not  see  me. 
(Exit  Porto  Carrero.) 

( 7%c  Max  retires  as  the  Regent  enters.) 

Reg.  Where  is  that  cursed  Dubois  ?  To  be  out  of  the 
way  at  such  a  moment.  If  I  could  see  any  one  who  would 
get  me  a  coach  to  the  garden-gate — (A  waiter  passes,)  Here, 
friend  !  ( To  waiter.)  Canst  get  me  a  coach  to  the  gate 
yonder  ? 
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Man.  (Advancing,)  A  coach^  did  you  say,  sir?  Ill  bring 
mine  round  directly. 

Rbg.  That's  a  fine  fellow — to  the  garden-gate  there — 
(^Exeunt  Waiter  and  Man,  separately.)  Now,  if  I  can  but 
manage  to  lead  Rose  insensibly  in  that  direction — she  comes ! 

Enter  Rose. 

Rose.  Now,  dear  Fran9oiSy  what  is  this  secret  you  would 
tell  me  ?  Make  haste^  for  Monsieur  Prudhomme  is  looking 
for  youy  and  Fve  sent  him  another  way,  that  he  might  not 
interrupt  us. 

Reo.  (Aside,)  Aye,  hang  him,  he'll  come  now  that  I  no 
longer  want  him.  (Aloud,)  Dearest  Rose — ^I  have  longed 
for  this  moment — but  even  here  we  may  be  overheard — and 
what  I  have  to  say  is  of  the  greatest  importance. 

Rose.  Indeed!  Is  it  about  our  marriage?  Have  you 
got  your  employer's  consent  ? 

Enter  D'Aubigny,  unseen  hy  the  Regent  or  Rose. 

Reg.  I  have  nearly  succeeded — but — a  few  steps  this  way, 
and — 

Rose.  Nay,  nay,  tell  me  here.  It  is  getting  dusk,  and  I 
do  not  like  to  stray  further  from  our  party.  They  vdll  be 
sure  to  make  remarks,  and — 

Reg.  What  have  you  to  fear?  Are  you  not  with  your 
own  acknowledged  lover — ^your  husband  ? 

D'AuB.  {Advancing  )   No ! 

Rose.  Henry! 

Reg.  i^Aside.)  Confusion !  (^Aloud,)  Who  are  you,  sir? 
And  what  mean  you  by  this  interruption  ? 

D*AuB.  {Aside  to  him,)  To  protect  that  young  and  inno- 
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cent  girl  from  the  designs  of  a  libertine— for  tbongfa  I  know 
not  who  you  are,  I  have  strong  suspicions  of  your  inteiitioiM. 

Reg.  Bravo!  my  young  soldier!  Is  this  impudenee  or 
madness? 

D*  AuB.  Follow  me,  and  you  shall  learn  what  it  is ! 

Reg.  Nay — with  all  my  heart. 

Rose.  Fraii9ois!    Captain  D'Aubigny ! 

D'AuB.  Ck>me,  sir.  It  is,  perhaps,  doing  you  too  much 
honour — ^but,  in  sucli  a  cause-— 

Reg.  O  fear  not,  sir.  The  condescension  is,  perhaps^  on 
my  side.  (Opening  his  vest,  and  shewing  the  ribbam  of  ike  Si. 
Esprit f  so  (u  not  to  be  seen  by  Rose.) 

D'AuB.  (Aside,)  A  nobleman! 

Reg.  No  matter — I  will  make  the  distance  between  us  no 
longer  than  the  blade  of  my  sword !  Follow  me  !  (Exit 
Regent.) 

Rose.  Franyois,  whither  go  you  ?  ,  (Clinging  to  D'Au- 
bigny.)    D'Aubigny,  stir  not,  I  beseech  you,  for  my  sake. 

D'AuB.  It  is  for  thy  sake.  Rose.  Stay  me  not — follow  me 
not — ^if  thou  would'st  have  me  live  !  (Breaks  from  her,  and 
rushes  out,) 

Rose.  There  will  be  bloodshed!  Help!  Murder!  Oh, 
my  brain  wheels  round!  My  limbs  fail  me!  (Faintly. ) 
Henr^'  I     Franyois ! 

j4s  sJie  is  falling,  enter  Dubois. 

Dub.  What's  the  matter?  (Catching  her,)  Where  is 
Fran9oi8  ?  Speak !  She  can't !  She's  fainted,  dead  away ! 
Ugh!  Rot  the  women!  They  can  always  talk  but  jui<t 
when  you  want  them.  Mademoiselle  Rose !  He's  been  at 
some  of  his  cursed  tricks  here !     My  dear !     My  beauty ! 
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Come  toy  and  be  hanged  to  you  !  Oh  !  to  think  of  fainting 
at  such  a  moment — and  I  dare  not  call  for  help,  or  they  may 
chance  to  discover  us. 

Enter  Justine,  Marton,  LrsETTE,  Fanchon,  and  Julie. 

Jus.  Discover  you,  indeed !  Monsieur  Prudhonmie  and 
Rose,  I  declare ! 

Lis.  Very  pretty,  upon  my  word ! 

Mar.  Arn't  you  ashamed  of  yourself,  after  all  you've  said 
to  me  ?  rU  tell  Monsieur  Fran9ois. 

Dub.  Nonsense!  Help  her — she's  fainted.  Where  i$ 
Fran9ois  ? 

Lis.  Fainted !  no  wonder ! 

Jus.  We've  hunted  for  you  all  three,  all  over  the  garden. 

All.  Oh,  fie  for  shame.  Monsieur  Prudhomme ! 

Rose.  i^Recovering.)  Fran9ois! 

Dub.  Ah  !  she  can  speak  at  last !     Where  is  he  ? 

Rose.  Oh,  fly  and  save  him — he  will  be  slain  ! 

Dub.  Slain  !    Murder  !  Treason  !  Which  way  did  he  go? 

Rose.  {fVaving  her  hand^  faintly.)  Yonder!  Yon — der! 
(  Fain  is  again ,) 

Dub.  Into  the  house  with  her.  I  must  run  this  way.— 
(Girls  bear  off  Rose.  As  Dubois  is  rushing  out^  enter  the 
Regent.)     Ah !     He  is  safe  ! 

Reg.  Hush  !  (Taking  him  aside^  and  hastily,)  Where  is 
Rose? 

Dub.  Never  mind  her!  Who  attacked  you  ? — The  men 
on  horseback? 

Reg.  Men  on  horseback?  no — a  young  rival  —  a  hot- 
headed spark,  who  asserts  a  prior  claim  to  her;  but  a  thrust 
in  the  sword-arm  has  settled  the  matter  for  the  present. 
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Dub.  Come  with  me  then  instantly.   Where's  yonr  doak  ? 

Reo.  Ohy  I  wrapped  the  poor  devil  ap  in  it,  and  forced 
him  into  a  coach  I  had  ordered  for  myself;  but  the  oddest 
thing  is,  that  the  moment  he  entered  it,  the  driver  started  off  at 
full  speedy  without  waiting  for  a  direction.  I  never  saw  a 
hackney-coach  go  at  such  a  pace  in  my  life.  Indeed,  it 
Heemed  to  attract  the  attention  of  every  body,  for  a  party  of 
hon^men,  coming  by  at  the  moment,  followed  (for  curiosity, 
I  suppose,)  as  fast  as  they  could  gallop ! 

Dub.  Jubilate !  They  missed  their  man !  They  think 
they  have  you ! 

Reg.  Who  thinks  ? 

Dub.  The  Duchess  du  Maine  I  Porto  Carrero !  There 
was  a  plot  I     A  conspiracy !     Come  away ! 

Reg."  Are  you  mad  I  I  must  speak  with  Rose — I  cannot 
leave  her  in  such  cruel  uncertainty. 

Dub.  You  must — ^j'ou  must — send  to  her  afterwards — 
The  mayor  of  Paris  and  a  deputation — I'll  come  myself — 
in  state,  if  you  like — anything,  to-morrow — when  you  are 
once  safe  in  the  palace — ^but  now — not  a  word^-come! 
come !  come !     (Dr<xgs  him  out,) 


END   OF    ACT    I. 
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ACT    11. 

Scene: — ^  small,  htU  eleganif  Saloon  in  the  Palai$  Roycd, 
Doors  in  opposite  wings,  and  folding  doors  in  fat,  which, 
when  opened,  discover  another  and  larger  apartment. 

Chairs,  sofa,  and  writing  table,  of  the  fashion  of  the  time  of 
Louis  XV.  ;  on  the  latter,  two  candles  burning. 

The  Rrgent  is  discovered  seated  at  the  table,  with  papers  and 
letters  before  hhn.  He  is  in  a  richer  dress,  but  still  with- 
out any  insignia  of  his  rank,  except  the  blue  ribbon  of  the 
Saint  Esprit,  which  is,  however,  concealed  at  present  under 
his  coat, 

Rbg.  (Reading  a  note.)  "  Dearest  Fran9oi8, — I  will  come 
as  you  desire — alone,  and  earlier  than  my  friends.  In  re-- 
turn  for  this  compliance,  you  must  promise  to  find  out  Capt. 
D*Aubigny,  and  assure  me  of  his  safety."  I  will  do  sor,  my 
pretty  Rose,  for  he  is  a  brave  young  fellow,  and  fought  like 
a  true  gentleman ;  and,  if  he  will  only  keep  clear  of  my  pre- 
serves, ril  see  if  something  cannot  be  done  for  him  ;  that  is, 
if  he  should  ever  come  back,  for  Dubois  declares  that  he  is 
kidnapped  by  the  Spaniards,  and  carried  to  Madrid,  in  a  mis- 
take for  me.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  'Twould  be  a  good  joke,  i' faith,  and 
I  shall  owe  the  Don  a  kind  turn  for  delivering  me  of  a  rival. 

Enter  Vbrdier,  from  the  folding  doors. 
Who's  there  ?     Oh,  Verdier. 
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Ver.  I  come  for  your  highness's  orders. 

Reg.  Right,  most  punctual  Monsieur  Verdier.  Supper  fiir 
eight,  in  the  council  chamber.  Eight — let  me  see !  Yes^ 
Confian^,  Braiicas,  Dubois,  and  myself — Justine,  Lisette,  Mar- 
ton,  and  Rose — a  very  pleasant  party.  Yesy  eight,  Verdier ; 
and,  hark  ye,  1  expect  four  ladies  out  of  that  number,  and 
you  must  be  in  the  way  to  receive  them. 

Ver.  (Bows,)  Are  the  carriages  to  set  down  in  the  great 
court  yard,  your  highness  ? 

Rko.  No,  sir ;  if  the  ladies  do  not  walk,  three  of  them 
will  possibly  come  in  a  hackney  coach,  about  ten  o'clock,  to 
the  little  private  door  in  the  rue  de  Valois ;  but  one  will  be 
there  shortly.  The  moment  she  comes,  shew  her  up  the 
back  stairs,  to  that  door,  (jtointing  to  r.  H.  door^)  and  usher 
the  others,  when  they  arrive,  into  the  picture  gallery.  D'ye 
understand  me,  Verdier  ? 

Ver.  Perfectly,  your  highness. 

Reg.  And  mind  that  when  I  ring,  you  dont  come.  D'ye 
understand  that  ? 

Ver.  Undoubtedly,  your  highness. 

Reg.  And  now  vanish !  {Exit  Verdier.)  For  it  must 
not  be  said  that  the  supper  passed  without  a  song  in  honour 
of  my  fair  guest,  and  1  have  only  written  four  lines. 

(Reading,) 

Long  liTe  the  pretty  girls, 

Whercsoe'cr  they  be. 
And  of  all  the  pretty  girls. 

The  one  that  loves  me. 

So  far,  SO  had.  Never  mind.  They  must  do,  for  want  of 
better.  "  The  one  that  loves  me — the  one  that  loves  me." 
I'here  I  stop !  Egad,  I  was  never  so  constant  to  one  that 
loved  me  before  1 
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Enier  DuBOis^^om  L.  H.  D.,  in  his  awn  dre$t, 

Ahy  Dubois,  come  and  help  me ! 

Dub.  To  do  what,  your  highness  ? 

Reo.  To  write  a  soug  in  praise  of  a  ptetty  grisette ;  stay, 
stay— don't  speak — 

Is  she  not  a  peeress, 

In  right  of  youth  and  diarms  ? 

What  are  sixteen  quarterings, 
Compared  to  her  dear  amw  V* 

Better ! — much  better !  The  very  sight  of  my  worthy  tutor 
has  in:$pired  me.  (fFriting,) 

Dub.  Reward  me,  then,  by  giving  up  the  people  I  men- 
tioned to  you. 

Reo.  Who — who,  man  ?     What  people  ? 

Dub.  The  Duke  and  Duchess  du  Maine. 

Reg.  No! 

Dub.  They  are  your  greatest  enemies. 

Reo.  They  are  my  cousins.  If  they  only  hate  me — let 
them  alone. 

Dub.  Come,  sir — ^the  Duchess — the  Duchess  only — and 
I'll  be  content. 

Reg.  Dubois,  I  do  believe  you^re  in  love  with  her — ^you 
talk  of  nobody  else.  I'll  tell  Marton,  you  faithless  swain — 
you  know  she's  coming  to  supper.  Where's  your  wig — re- 
spectable Mons.  Prudhomme — ^you  musn't  be  seen  in  that 
dress. 

Dub.  Will  you  give  up  the  Duchess? 

Reg.  No,  I  tell  you! — I  will  do  no  such  thing. 

Dub.  I  can  prove  that  the  attempt  to  carry  you  off,  last 
night,  was  planned  by  her. 

Reg.  And  I  can  prove  that  I  was  not  earned  off^  and 

D  2 
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therefore  it  does  not  signify.    CoDfonnd  yoa  and  your  plots! 
How  am  I  to  finish  this  song  in  time  Sir  supper?— 

Her  wealth  it  m  herbe«it7»  ttm 

From  envioiii  paint  or  patch  ; 
Item— two  loft  ro§j  dieaka, 

And  two  tweet  Hpt  to  mateh. 

Bravo !  bravo  !  my  little  AbM !  I  shall  finish  it  now ! 

Dub.  How  can  your  highness  talk  of  songs  and  suppers^ 
when  we  stand  upon  a  volcano  ? 

Reg.  I  wish  you  were  in  the  middle  of  the  crater ! 

Item— eyes,  a  pair  of  tudi 

Would  light  the  world  alone ! 
Item — hands- 
Hands  !  —  bands  I — 

Dub.  Your  highness — 

Reg.  How  can  you  tease  me  so,  when  you  see  how  much 
I've  got  upon  my  hands  ? 

Dub.  Well,  well — sign  that  paper,  at  l(^aat,  and  I  have 
done.  (Giving  one,) 

Reg.  What  is  it? 

Dub.  Only  an  order  to  arrest  a  Spanish  banker,  who  has 
failed,  and  would  fly  from  his  creditors. 

Reg.  Ah !  you're  one  of  them,  I  suppose — or  you  would 
not  give  yourself  the  trouble. 

Dub.  Pardon  me ! — he  has  fled  firom  London,  and  the 
English  Ambassador  desires  his  arrest  in  France.  We  must 
be  quick^  for  he  leaves  Paris  to  night,  with  the  Spanish  Secre- 
tary, Porto  Carrero. 

Rbo.  Well,  I  will  sign  that ;  the  mantle  of  diplomacy  was 
not  made  to  cover  that  sort  of  roguery — ^let  him  be  ar- 
rested.  (Signt,) 
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Dub.  And  his  papers  examined — that's  all  I  ask.  (Takin§^ 
ike  order,)  For,  in  searching  for  his  papers,  they  shall  open 
the  Ambassador's  despatches — (movemeni  of  (he  Reobnt) — 
by  the  greatest  mistake,  of  coarse — and  if  I  don't  prove  to 
you  then  that  there  is  a  conspiracy  to  deprive  you  of  the 
regency,  at  all  risks— 

Rco.  Dubois!  Dubois!  Do  you  know  that  I  pity  you 
sincerely.  Your  distrust  of  every  person  renders  you  most 
cordially  detested. 

Due.  With  all  my  heart — it  doesn't  affect  my  health  or 
my  appetite — and,  as  to  what  is  said  of  me — there  is  your 
highness,  the  most  kind-hearted  and  generous  of  men— do 
you  escape  calumny  of  the  most  atrocious  description  ?  You 
are  loved  by  the  people,  it  is  true,  and  your  ambition  is  to  be 
another  Henri  Quatre — but  Henri  Quatre  was  assassinated  ! 

Reo.  Dubois ! 

Dub.  My  ambition  is  to  resemble  Richelieu.  Like  him, 
I  am  feared  and  hated; — ^but,  like  him,  I  am  rich,  fortunate, 
and  powerful ; — and,  like  him,  I  shall  die  quietly  in  my  bed. 
So  much  for  the  love  of  the  people ! 

Rbo.  Dubois !  thou  art  a  great  rascal ! 

Dub.  That's  my  affair — I  shall  be  a  cardinal. 

Reg.  Never !  never  !     Ha !  ha !  ask  thy  friend  Marton — 

**  The  Abb6  Dubois  would  a  cardinal  be." 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Dub,  Hark,  there's  somebody  on  the  stairs. 

Reg.  'Tis  Rose !  Away  man !  Away,  for  your  life!  and 
don't  let  me  see  your  ugly  face  again  till  supper  time. 

Dub.  Unless  in  a  case  of  emergency,  and  then,  three  taps 
at  this  door — 

Reg.  Well — well — if  I  can't  be  done  without — ^but  away 
now.     {Exit  Dubois,  l.  h.) 


&>w. 
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(A  knock  ai  door,  ^m^Ae  Rbbbmt  Unnt  o^omo^  Ae 
dle$f  andgoet  io  the  door  wUk  A$  oAer.) 

Reg.  Is  that  you  Rose? 

RosB.  (fFUhout.)  Yes,  Freofois. 

Reo.  Come  in.  (Am  he  opent  Ae  door,  he  hlom»  omiAe  oAer 
candle,  and  the  stage  becomes  guiie  dark,)  Fdiaw !  there's  die 
candle  out — never  mind— come  in^-give  me  your  hand — 
we'll  soon  get  a  light     {Leading  her  m.) 

Rose.  Fll  call  the  man  who  let  me  in— he'i  only  jiut^ 

Reo.  Noy  no,  don't  give  yourself  that  tnmble,  111  ring  &r 
him.  Sit  down  there  while  I  find  the  bell.  (Seaii  hor  m 
/he  sofa,) 

Rose.  Is  he  your  servant  then  ?     Can  you  affind  that? 

Reo.  Ohy  he  waits  upon  more  than  me  in  the  house,  (rings 
the  belly)  &nd,  therefore,  I  have  often  to  wait  for  him. 

Rose.  (Feeling  the  couch,)  What  a  nice  couch  you  have 
here,  FraD9ois,  and  it's  all  carved,  too,  is  it  not  ?  And  you're 
not  higher  than  the  second  story  here,  are  you  ?  Dear  me, 
you  must  pay  a  great  deal  for  these  lodgings.  I'm  afinid 
you  are  very  extravagant,  Francois  ! 

Reg.  (Seating  himself  beside  her,)  Why,  I  have  been  ac- 
cused of  extravagance,  certainly — ^but  my  situation  obliges 
me  to  keep  a  respectable  appearance. 

Rose.  Respectable — as  far  as  I  can  judge  in  the  dark,  you 
seem  to  live  like  a  prince. 

Reg.  Oh,  you  flatter  me — ^but  so  much  the  better  for  you, 
dearest  Rose — ^you  shall  live  like  a  princess  !  (Attempting  to 
embrace  her.) 

Rose.  (Starting  up,)  Fran9ois!  I  shall  not  sit  by  you 
again,  sir,  till  the  light  comes. 

Reg.  Nay,  nay,  be  not  so  prudish.  Rose.  Are  we  not  al- 
most man  and  wife ! 
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Rose.  Almost,  but  not  quiie,  Fran9ois.  I  am  not  pracBab 
— yoo  know  I  am  not — biit  there  is  something  in  your  tone 
to-night  so  different  from — in  short — I — I  wish  you'd  ring 
again— or  go  for  a  light — or  let  me — (moving  towardt  the 
door,) 

Reg.  Nay,  nay,  don't  you  stir,  you  may  run  against  some- 
thing in  the  dark.  I  will  ring  again,  but  the  fellow  has  been 
sent  out  on  some  errand,  perhaps,  by  one  of  the  other  lodgers. 
(Ring*  again.)     Come,  Rose,  sit  down. 

Rose.  I  had  rather  remain  here — and,  tell  me,  for  I  am 
anxious  to  know,  what  became  of  poor  Captain  D'Aubigny. 
You  did  not  fight,  I  trust  ? 

Rbg.  Oh,  no ;  only  a  few  hot  words  passed,  and  he  then 
began  to  listen  to  reason — when  some  urgent  business  called 
him  away,  and  he  went  off  in  a  coach. 

Rose.  And  do  you  not  know  where  he  is  to  be  found  ?  I 
wish  much  to  see  him. 

Reg.  You  do — I  shall  be  jealous  of  him.  Rose,  if  you  ex- 
press such  anxiety. 

Rose.  You  have  no  cause — I  told  you  my  story  long  ago. 
I  did  love  him  once,  dearly,  I  confess,  but  reason  convinced 
me  there  was  too  much  disparity  in  our  stations  to  render 
that  love  lasting.  A  young  man  of  family  and  fortune,  like 
Monsieur  D'Aubigny,  a  captain  in  the  army,  might  repent, 
when  it  was  too  late,  his  union  with  a  poor  farmer's  daughter. 

Reg.  Never — if  he  loved  you  as  1  love  you.  Rose. 

Rose.  Ah!  that's  more  than  you  know.  You  are  no 
better  bom  than  myself,  though  you  have  been  fortunate 
enough  to  get  into  a  genteel  situation,  and,  therefore,  you 
cannot  understand  the  feelings  of — 

Reg.  But  were  I  the  first  nobleman  in  the  land? 
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RosB.  But  you  are  not — and  I  ahoold  be  very  aomy  if  joa 
were,  for  then  I  should  feel  I  had  no  longer  a  right  to  love 
youy  or  expect  that  you  could  continue  to  love  me.  No^  dear 
Fnm9oi8y  I  love  you  for  youraeli^  and  no  rank^  no  wealth, 
could  give  you  greater  value  in  my  sight 

Reg.  My  own  sweet  Rose!  (^MeJ)  Never,  never,  till 
nowy  have  I  been  truly  loved!  And  must  I  lose  her?  Lose 
her  by  the  declaration  of  that  very  rank  which  alone  woold 
win  a  thousand  others !  But  in  that  thousand  would  there 
be  one  to  equal  Rose  ?  To  love  me  as  she  loves  me !  Oh, 
no !  no !  no !  And  this  girl — ^this  dear,  innoomt,  confiding 
girl — Philip  of  Orleans,  thou  wouldst  render  her  miserable 
for  ever ! 

Rose.  Francois !  Where  are  you  ?  What  are  you  doing? 
Pray  get  a  light ;  you  see  nobody  answers  the  bell. 

Reg.  Directly!  (j4side.)  It  is  too  late  to  pause !  I  can- 
not— will  not — lose  her.  {AUmd.)  Rose!  {Three tapt art 
heard  at  the  L.  H.  door,)     Hah ! 

Rose.  Hark!  somebody  knocks  at  a  door;  is  that  here? 
'Tis  the  servant,  perhaps.     Come  in. 

Reg.  {Hastily.)  No,  no.  {Aside,)  'Tis  Dubois — I  am 
summoned.  {Aloud.)  One  moment.  Rose — I  wlQ  speak  to 
him,  and  return  with  a  light — stir  not  from  the  spot,  I  entreat 
you.  {Knocking  again,)  Again !  'Tis  urgent  then,  or  he 
would  not  dare.  {Aloud,)  I  come — I  come. — {Exit  Rsgbnt 
by  L.  H.  D.) 

Rose.  How  very  odd !  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  all 
this.  1  am  sorry  now  that  I  came  alone.  I  wish  Justine  and 
the  others  would  arrive.  They  can't  be  long,  now,  surely,  for 
we  were  to  sup  at  ten .  Fran9ois'  manner  is  certainly  changed 
— at  least,  he  spoke  to-night  in  the  same  light  tone  that  he 
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[  A>es  to  Justine  or  Liselte — and  he  always  used  to  make  such 
ftdifferetice  between  ua — romping  and  laughiug  with  them,  but 
I  evindng  for  me  such  respectful  affection,  I  am  afraid  that 
r  conduct  has  led  him  to  think  less  highly  of  mine.  1 
[  wish  1  had  not  mixed  so  much  with  them ;  yet,  working  in 
the  same  shop,  and  without  other  frieDds— Dear!  dear!  how 
l^uagreeable  this  ie,  to  be  lefl  in  the  dark  so  long.  If  I  can 
i6ud  the  bell,  I'll  ring  again — or  if  there  was  only  such  a  thing 
■s  a  tinder-box — (Feeling  about.) 

Jus.  (fVUkout.)  This  way  I     This  way  !     Look  here! 

Rose.  Ah!  that  was  Justine's  voice — and  there's  a  tight 

:  in  the  uext  room.     {Seft  light   under  fi/ldtng-doori,  make*  lo- 

mvmnU  l/iem,  opeim,  and  ditcovert  a  rich  ajiartmenl,  which  Jtm- 

BilKB,   IVIartun,   and  Lisette,  are  examining  vAlh  candle*.) 

Mercy  on  mel      ( Standi  aiUmin/ied.) 

Jcfi.  Ah!  here's  Rose  I    Where  did  you  come  from  ?    Did 
fou  ever  see  such  a  fine  place? 

Entering  uritA  Mabtos  and  Lisktte. 
[Mia.  Ah,  and  look  here,  too  !     Look  here !     Here  an? 
•and  sofas  \ 
,  But,  bless  me!     {to  RosEi     were  joii  all   in  the 

i? 

'  Rose.  Francois  is  gone  for  a  light — but — 1  am  all  aslonish- 
these  rooms  !    this  furniture !     Do  you  know  where 


JcB.  Law,  no  more  than  you  do  !  We  knocked  at  t  lie 
■  of  a  little  eliabhy  house  in  the  nio  de  Valois,  aa  we 
r  (old,  you  know,  and  a  man  let  us  in,  and  bade  as  go 
up  a  narrow  durk  Btaircase,  and  open  tlie  lef^-hand  door  on 
the  second  landing.     .\nd  so  we  did  ;  and  I'm  sure  it  quite 
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knocked  me  backwards — ^to  see  the  ligfata,  and  the  gildings 
and  the  fine  pictures. 

Mar.  I  thought  it  was  a  mistake,  and  we  were  all  running 
down  again,  when  the  man  stopped  us,  and  said  it  was  quite 
right,  and  his  master  would  wait  on  us  shortly. 

Lis.  Does  he  mean  Francois  ? 

Rose.  Pm  sure  I  don't  know.  He  says  there  aie  other 
lodgers. 

Mar.  Well,  we  haven't  seen  any,  that's  all  I  know ;  and 
it  hasn't  been  for  want  of  looking — ^has  it,  Justine  ? 

Jus.  No,  that  it  hasn't,  for  we  got  tired  of  waiting;  ao  I 
took  up  these  two  fine  candlesticks  with  wax  lights  in  them, 
and  Marton  opened  another  door,  and  we  made  a  regular 
procession  tlirough  half-a-dozen  rooms  till  we  came  to  this; 
and  they  are  all  beautiful,  my  dear — downright  lovely  ! 

Lis.  1  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it,  not  I ;  it's  like  an 
enchanted  palace. 

Jus.  An  enchanted  fiddle-de-dee !  It's  like  a  real  palace, 
and  that's  a  great  deal  better. 

Mar.  I  tell  you  what,  I'll  lay  a  wager  it's  Mr.  Prud- 
homme's  house,  and  not  Fran9ois'  at  all.  You  know  he's 
the  King's  upholsterer — "  as  rich  as  a  Jew  "  his  own  friend 
said  ;  and,  of  course,  he'd  take  care  to  furnish  his  own  rooms 
famously.  Thai's  it,  depend  upon  it.  And  only  think, 
when  I'm  Madame  Prudhomme  I 

Just.        •\ 

Rose,  &   C  Vou ! 

Lis.  3 

Just.  Oh,  then,  he  is  not  your  uncle  afler  all ! 

Mar.  {Affectedly,)  No,  my  dear,  I  must  confess  that  was 
a  little  bit  of  a  fib.     But  you  took  me  so  by  surprise — and 
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bnsieur  Pruilhomme  is  so  very  particiiiar.  There  are  family 
I  reasons,  my  dear,   why   our  union    must  take  pUoe  quiie 
.  in  secret ;  but  I   know  L  can  trust  you  ;  and,  therefore,  I 
don't  mind  acknowledging  that  Monsieur  Prudhomme — 

Enter  DtBOis,  atinfirst  ^ct.and  tcilh  a  lyhl,/rom  L.  n.  d. 

Jcs.  Why,  there  he  ia '. 

Dua.  (^Starling  at  tfeing  all  the  yriielles.)   Hey  day  I     All 
:ther  !     {Aiide.')  And  the  Regent,  who  told  me — 

Mar.  Oil,  niy  dear  Mooeieur  Prudliomme !     For  good- 
sake  teli  ua — this  i&  your  fine  house,  1  suppose  ? 

Lis.  Oh,  you  sly  mao  '. 

To  play  us  such  a  trick ! 

Dub.  Why,  1  confess  we  intended  you  an  agreeable  sur- 
prise.    But  you  are  not  quite  in  the  secret  yet. 

Jcs.  Well,  tell  us,  then !     Quick  !— quick  !     What  is  it  ? 

Dub.  This  i«  not  my  house,  to  begin  with.  1  wish  it 
werB. 

Rose.  It  cannot  be  Franfois'  ? 

Dub.  Not  e-tactly  Fraiifoia',  though  he  lives  in  it.  The 
fitcl  Is,  that  you  are  in  the  Palais  Royal. 

All.  \a  the  Palais  Royal  I 

Rose.  And  Fran^oia  lives  here? 

Dub.  He  has  got  a  new  place.  He  is  no  longer  a  clerk. 
1  have  used  my  interest  at  Court,  and  he  is  now  attached  to 
the  Regent. 

Lia.  Is  it  possible  ! 

JD8.  There's  a  piece  of  hick  for  jtm,  Rose  ! 

UuB.  Yea,  he's  in  great  favour  with  bis  Royal  HighneM, 
and  is  allowed  apartoieuls  in  the  palace.  Not  these — these 
are  the  Duke's ;  but,  as  he  is  abseut  this  eveniu^  Franfoia 
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thought  it  would  be  a  good  opportunity  to  shew  you  the 
house,  and  Burpiise  you  in  this  way  with  the  intelligenee. 

J  us.  Only  to  think ! — we're  in  the  palace ! 

Mar.  In  the  royal  apartments  ! 

Lis.  Didn't  I  say  it  was  like  an  enchanted  palace  ? 

Jus.  And  didn't  I  say  it  was  like  a  real  one  ? 

Lis.  What's  the  matter  with  you.  Rose?  You  don't 
seem  pleased. 

RosB.  I  had  rather  Fran9ois  had  remained  a  clerk. 

Jus.  How  very  odd !  But  then  you're  such  an  odd  girl ! 
Now,  ladies,  remember  you  are  in  a  palace,  and  so  you 
must  behave  with  dignity.  We'll  play  at  princesses  all  the 
evening. 

Mar.  Oh,  yes ;  and  Fran9oi3  shall  be  the  Regent. 

Lis.  And  Rose  shall  be  Madame  de  Parabere. 

Rose.  (Aside,)  His  mistress  I — never ! 

Lis.  And  who  shall  Monsieur  Prudhomme  be  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  the  great  friend — the  principal  person  about  the 
Regent,  of  course. 

Jus.  Why,  then,— ha  !  ha !— he*ll  be  the  Abbe  Dubois ! 
What  fun!— ha  I   ha! 

Lis.    ^ 

&     >-  Ha  !  ha ! — so  he  will. 
Mar.  3 

(Justine,  Marton,  and    Lisette,  take  hands,  and 
dance  round  Dubois,  singing,) 

"  Hey  !  hey !  Monsieur  TAbb^, 
You'll  go  to  the  devil  instead  of  Cambray.** 

Dub.  Hold  !  hold,  ladies  !  You  will  please  to  remember 
this  is  not  the  way  they  treat  a  Prime  Minister  at  Court — at 
l^st,  while  he's  in  office.     (Aside,')  There  is  no  flying  from 


oiwaplf,  sayg  ihe  philosopher  !  The  AbM  Dubois,  it  secDii*,  I 
must  be.  (  To  JrsTl.SB,  wlio  hat^ae  to  tlte  writing-lablt,  anrl 
torn  tomf  papfrS)  Halloo  !  halloo  !  what  are  ^-ou  doing  Uiere? 

Jl'K.  Only  making  curl-papers.  TliLj  lock  has  come  out  of 
curl,  and  I  just  want  to  iwist  it  up. 

(Com  to  a glau, arid eurlt  herhair.) 

Dub.  Twist  it  up!  Tw-ist  it  up  !  (jitidt.)  What  on  earth 
has  she  tw-isted  up  ? — some  state  paper,  perhaps.  ( Taking 
mp  the  rentHanl.)  The  ^frant  of  a  pension  to  the  Duke  de 
Villeroy.  Come,  she's  not  done  so  much  mischief  eitlier. 
The  people  ought  to  vote  for  her  remaining  in  the  cabinet. 
(Tb  LlSKTTG,  who  11  aboiil  opening  tie  ii>or /»/ wkkA  OVBnis 
tnlf red.)  Stay  \  stay!  You  musn't  go  there  !  You  musn'l  go 
there  !     (^nifc.)  The»e  girls  will  drive  me  cnoy. 

Lis.  Law,  why  nut  ?     Isn't  it  where  you  came  from  ? 

Dm.  Thai's  no  rcasDn.  Besides,  {trying  Ike  door,)  you 
can't  go  in  now.  The  door's  locked, — it  was  locked  on  the 
Mher  side  as  soon  as  I  came  through,  and  the  key  taken 
Away. 

Jrs.  And  what's  all  ilud  for,  I  should  like  1o  know  ? 

Dl'B.  Don't  you  be  so  curious. 

Mab.  What,  i§  there  another  surprise  r 

Den.  Perhspa  so.  All  in  good  time.  But  I  mtuti  f^u 
to  Monsieur  Francois,  who  is  very  busy,  at  this  moment, 
giving  orders  about  the  supper.  We  will  return  together 
presently;  and,  till  then,  amiii^  yourselves; — but  don't  ciitI 
your  hair  any  more  to-night.  {Piiltiny  iJte  retl  of  the  paytn 
into  a  drawer,  and  locking  it.)   Egad  !  two  or  three  damp 

k evenings,  and  tbere'd  be  an  end  of  the  pension  list  altogt-iher. 
(Erit  through  foldiag-dnort.) 
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as  if  one  could  help  it^  with  his  ^  don't  do  itmtB,"  wmi 
**  musD't  go  theres*"  If  Miybody  tells  me  I  musn't,  I  aIwb^ 
want  directly,  and  I  will  see  what's  in  that  room,  (AMp 
thmugh  ike  keyhole,)  How  proroking! — i^  all  dark  !  Oh, 
law  !  its  something  alive,  for  I  heard  it  move ! 

All.  Alive! 

Jus.  Hush! — ^listen! 

Mar.  Pshaw!  it's  a  cat,  most  likdy. 

Jus.  A  cat !  But  there  must  be  something'  bende a  est,  or 
he  would  not  make  such  a  fuss  about  it  Oh !  su^^xne  ifs 
the  supper,  all  laid  out,  and  the  cat  has  got  at  it ! 

Mar.  (Trying  the  door.)  There's  no  getting  in — the  door 
U  locked. 

Jus.  Oh,  here !  let's  try  one  of  the  keys  out  of  the  other 
doors. 

Rose.  Indeed  you'd  better  not, — remember,  you  are  in  the 
palace ! 

Jus.  I  don't  care  a  fig  ! — then  they  shouldn't  teaze  us. 
Here !  here  I 

(  Taking  the  keys  out  of  the  other  doora^  and  giving 
one  to  Marton.) 

Mar.  (Trying  her  key,)  This  wont  do. 

Jus.  Come  away,  then.    (Tries the  other,)  This  will. 

(Opens  the  door.     Enter  D'Aubigny,  with  his  arm 
in  a  sling.     All  start  back.) 

D'AuB.  Are  ye  friends  ?  Hah !  what,  do  I  see !  those 
girls  again — and  Rose  ? 

RosB.  C*aptain  D'Aubigny ! 

Jus.  Well,  if  it  isn't  her  other ! 

Lis.  Are  you  asked  to  supper,  too  ?  Come,  that  is  good- 
natured  of  Fran9oi8, 1  will  say. 
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RosB.  How  came  you  here — and  wounded  ? 
D'Alb.  "Tis  loo  long  a  slorj-;  tell  me  bm  Jiow  I  iiia^- 
«3cape — my  life  \a  at  slake. 

RosB.  Your  life  !     Oh,  then,  by  this  door — fly  ! 

{Opemny  K.  H,  D.) 

D'AuB.  (Looking  out,  and  retreating  luufilif.)  Impossible! 
There  are  guarde  on  those  sloira. 

RosR,  Guards  !  What  can  all  this  mean  ?  What  have 
joii  done? 

D'Aira.  It  matlcrs  not ! — And  why  should  I  struggle  willi 
my  fale,  when  1  see  you  here,  in  this  palace  ?  Xo — no — no  I  If 
the  doore  were  wide  open,  1  would  nol  pass  the  threshold. 
Welcome  death  '. — it  will,  at  least,  prevent  me  from  seeing 
jour  dishonour. 

Rose.  Dishonour,  Captain  D'Aubigny  ! 

D'AuB.  It  is  dishonour  for  a  girl  like  you  to  be  once  be- 
neath this  roof  Know  you  not  'tis  the  palace  of  the  Re- 
gent^-of  the  voluptuous  libertine,  Philip  of  Orleans  ? 

Rose.  ( Offended. )  I  am  here  beneath  the  protection  of 
my  chosen  husband  I  Fardon  me,  Henry ;  but  you  pro- 
voked me.  I  am  here  with  my  friends,  at  the  invitation  of 
Fran^oia, 

D'.\VB.  (Billtrlg.)  Francois !  —  but  you  are  deceived, 
Roee.  Kran^itis  is  not  tbe  person  he  professes  himself! 
He  ie  no  clerk — bnt  a  member  of  Ihis  disiMlule  court.  Per- 
haps— who  knows? — a  pander  of  tlie  duke#;  and  you — 
jrou  have  been  beguiled  hitlier  fur — 

Rose.  Henry,  Henry! — but  you  are  in  peril,  and  I  will 
think  but  of  that.  Francois,  the  man  you  have  slandered, 
ihall  save  you  !  He  i»  in  favour  with  ihc  Regent — 1  have 
only  ju«t  learned  it — but — 

£2 


42  THB    BBGKN^ 

D' AuB.  And  yoa  would  hav^e  me  ciw0^my  lift:  a*  sMond 
time  to  him  ? 

Rose.  A  second  time  ? 

Mar.  Here's  Monsieur  Pnidhomme— perfaape  he  can  do 
something ! 

Enter  Dubois. 

Dub.  (Aside*)  What  do  I  see! — the  prisoner  at  liberty! 
O^  then,  there's  no  time  for  ceremony.  {Opening  R,  H.  n. 
AUmd,)     Guards ! 

All  but  D'AuB.  Monsieur  Pnidhomme  ! 

Dub.  Ladies,  I  must  request — 

Enter  two  Guards  de  Corps. 

{To  D'AuBiGNY.)  I  presume,  sir,  you  are  aware  resistance 
is  useless? 

D'AuB.  At  any  rate  I  do  not  intend  it. 

Dub.  You  will,  then,  return  to  that  apartment  till  his 
royal  highnet^s  is  at  liberty  to  interrogate  you.  (To  the 
Guards.)     Look  to  the  prisoner ! 

D' AuBiGXY  re-enters  the  apartment^  L.  H  ,  followed  by 

Guards. 

Rose.  Henry !  {Turning  to  Dubois.)  Oh,  sir,  you  seem 
to  have  power ! 

Mar.  My  dear  Monsieur  Pnidhomme,  for  my  sake — 

Dub.  I  can  listen  to  nothing.  Ladies,  you  must  not  re- 
main in  this  apartment. 

Lis.  {Passing  through  /blding^doors,)  We  don't  want  to 
stay  with  anybody  so  cruel.  {Exit.) 

Mar.  You're  as  bad  as  the  Abb^  Dubois !  {Exit,) 


THE     REGElfT.^  43 

Jx»r   You're   a    wicked  old  wrelch^  and  I   hate  you! 

(Ekni.) 
Dub.   {CooUyy  to  Rose,  who  lingers.)    And  yon.  Made- 
moiselle— 

RosB.  Oh,  Fran9ois!  FTaD9oi8 ! — where  art  thou? 

Enter  the  Regent. 

Ah !  thou  art  here !  (Rushing  into  his  arms,)  Save  him,  and 
save  me ! 

Reg.  (Motioning  to  Dubois  to  retire.)  What  is  the  matter  ? 

(Exit  Dubois,  closing  the  doors.). 

RosB.  D'Aubigny  is  here,  a  prisoner.     He  says  his  life  is 
in  danger ! 

Reg.  D'Aubigny  ! — Nay,  nay  ! — I  can  acquit  him  of  all 
guilt.     It  id  true  there  has  been  a  conspiracy  to  deprive 
Philip  of  Orleans  of  the  regency;  and,  failing  in  their  at- 
tempt last  night  to  carry  off  the  duke,  they  have  been  boldt 
enough,  within  the  last  hour,  to  endeavour  to  seize  the  per^ 
sen  of  the  young  king  himself     Happily,  we  have  foiled 
them  there  too.    But  D'Aubigny  could  not  have  been  a*; 
party  to  this  mad  plot,  as  he  has  only  been  brought  back.^ 
this  evening  from  Tours,  whither  he  was  carried  in  a  mi»-* 
take  by  the  conspirators  themselves. 

Rose.  Still  he  is  a  prisoner  in  that  chamber ! 

Reg.  His  attendance  is  required  merely  to  give  evidence 
against  others.     Be  assured  no  ill  will  befid  him. 

RooB.  Then  tell  him  so,  and  let  me  quit  this  place ! — I 
must  not  remain  here. 

Reg.  Not ! — why  not  ?     Indeed  you  must  not  leave  me  I 
What  have  you  to  fear,  protected  by  my  love  ? 
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Rose.  I  know  not ! — ^they  have  awakened  horrid  fean  in 
my  heart !  But  it  cannot  be — I  am  yonr's— am  I  not?— 
your  chosen,  honourable  bride  ?  Nobody  shall  separate  ns ! 
You — ^you  have  not  brought  nie  here — for— another? 

Reg.  Forbid  it,  love !  No,  no, — thou  art  mine,  and  mine 
alone ! 

Rose.  Then  let  us  quit  this  hated  palace  together! — I 
know  you  will  plead  your  duty  to  the  duke — ^your  situation. 
Prudhomme  has  told  me  all ;  but  give  up  your  appointment, 
— be  again  the  humble  clerk  you  were  when  yon  first  met 
me  and  shielded  me  fi*om  insidt ! — Expose  me  not  anew  to 
it! 

Reg.  Insult ! — Would  you  so  term,  then,  the  ardent,  the 
devoted  love  of  a  powerful  prince  ? — Say  that  the  R^[ent 
himself — 

Rose.  The  Regent! — Do  not  drive  me  mad! — Do  not 
tell  me  it  is  true  that  yoM,  Fran9oi8, — ^that  you  have  betrayed 
me  to  such  shanie  as  even  the  thought  of  such  a  love  would 
cause  me  I — I  will  not  believe  it  of  you — should  you  even 
swear  it ! — ^j'ou  would  not  so  basely  wrong  the  confidence  of 
a  loving,  trusting  girl ! — No,  no,  Fran9ois,  you  would  not — 
you  could  not ! — Ah  !  (Seeing  the  blue  rihbon,  which  the  duke, 
in  his  agitation f  has  displaced)  What  does  this  mean  ?  (Drags 
it  from  his  bosom.,  and  recognizes  the  Order  of  the  St,  Esprit,) 

Reg.  Rose  ! 

Rose.  Stand  oflf ! — approach  me  not ! — Who  art  thou  ? 

Reg.  Thy  servant ! — thy  slave  ! 

Rose.  Cease  this  cruel  mockery  I — thou  art  not  Fran9ois! 

Reg.  Yes,  yes! — ever  thine  own  Franyois  ! — Francois 
and  Philip  of  Orleans  are — (Rose  shrieks  and  falls,)  Dis- 
traction ! — help  ! — within  there! — Verdier  !  (^Raising  Rose.) 
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Enier  Vbedibr  from  the  fMUng-doort^  and^  ai  ike  mme  time, 
D*AuBioNYy  struggling  with  the  Guards,  ftom  tke  other 
eloar. 

D'Aeib.  Off !— off ! — 'tis  her  voice ! — ^you  shall  kIB  me  ere 
yon  stay  me ! 

RfiG.  C^>tain  E^'Auhigay !  (To  Ooards.)  Release  him  ! 

D'AcjB.  Rose !  Rose !  You  have  murdered  her! 

Reg.  Patience,  sir;  all  will  be  well.  (The^  place  Ross 
on  a  couch  ;  at  a  sign  from  the  Regent,  exeunt  Guards.) 

D' Au»»  Well !  cowardly  seddcer ! 

RfiCk  Tempt  me  not  too  far,  sir !  You  speak  to  the  Re- 
gent, Duke  of  Orieaos ! 

D' AuB.  I  care  not ! — my  life  is  already  forfeited,  and  you 
have  destroyed  her ! 

Reg.  Peace,  madman,  for  her  sake  !     She  revives. 

Rose.  {Faintly.)  Where  am  1  ? 

Rfie.  Amongst  friends. 

RosB«  That  voice !  Do  not  you  speak  to  me,  who  ever 
you  are  !-— that  voice  kills  me  !     Is  no  one  else  near  me  ? 

D'AuB.  Rose  !  dearest  Rose! 

Rose.  Hah  !  that  indeed !  {Looking  abomt^  wildly.^;.  But 
no — no !  still  the  horrid  dream  pursues  me  ! — these  gilded 
walls — this  hated  spleQdour!  Who  spoke  of  friends? — I 
have  but  one  in  the  world  uoW,  and  he  is— ah !  (Seeing 
D'Aubigmy,  and  with  a  burst  of  delight) — he  is  here  ! — ^he  is 
here  !     (Clinging  to  him.) 

Rbg.  (Reproachfully.)  And  I,  Rose  ! — I,  who  love  thee  so 
dearly! 

Rose.  Hush ! — ^for  thine  own  honour,  if  not  for  mine ! 
Thou  art  to  me,  now,  nothing  but  the  prince— 4he  Regent ! 
Here !  here  is  my  only  hope — my  only  protector !     Rob  me 
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not  also  of  him ! — Be  generous! — ^be  noUe !  and  bid  at  quit 
this  palace  together. 

Rbo.  (Maumjulfy,  and  ande.)  "Tis  all  over!— I  feel  it!  I 
have  lost  her  for  ever !  and  yet  she  is  the  only  womao,  per- 
hapsy  who  ever  really  loved  me.  Well,  she  shall  never  kaU 
me.  (Aloud,)  Be  it  as  you  have  said.  Farewell,  Rose. 
Sir^  (io  D'Aubignt)  you  are  at  liberty ! 

Enter  DviBOi^^fromfoiding'doort^  voUkpapen. 

RosB.  Ohy  thanks ! — ^thanks!    Come,  Henry,  come. 

Dub.  {Advancing.)  At  liberty]  One  moment — your 
highness  will  pardon  me — but  that  may  not  be.  Captain 
D'Aubigny  is  guilty  of  high  treason! — I  have  the  proofe  in 
my  hand ! — 1  have  arrested  the  Spanish  ambassador ! 

Reg.  Arrested  an  ambassador  ? 

DiJR.  An  ambassador  who  conspires  against  the  sovereign 
at  whose  court  he  is  a  resident,  assuredly ;  and  amongst 
the  papers  of  his  secretary,  examined  by  mistake  while 
searching  for  the  bankers,  these  letters  were  found,  impli- 
cating Captain  D'Aubigny,  as  the  agent  of  the  Duchess  du 
Maine,  in  the  plot  to  seize  the  person  of  his  majesty,  Louis 
XV.  Here  is  evidence  of  his  having  tampered  with  the 
officers  of  the  guard.     (^Giving  a  letter,) 

Rbg.  (  Tearing  it,)  It  exists  no  longer !  Give  the  Spanish 
Ambassador  his  passports,  and  let  him  leave  Paris  within 
twenty-four  hours.  Make  out  another  passport  for  Captain 
and  (bowing  to  Rose)  Madame  D'Aubigny.  (Rose  starts 
and  shrinks  from  D'Aubigny,  timidly ;  he  folds  her  to  his 
bosom,)  They  will  inform  you  whither  they  wish  to  travel. 
Farewell,  Rose ! — may  you  think  of  me  sometimes  as  a 
friend;  and  you,  sir,  {to  D*Aubigny)  as  neither   a  coward 
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oor  a  viUain !  (PFiih  an  effort,)  Come,  Dubois^  we'll 
go  to  supper  now — and  to  war  with  Spain  to-morrow 
moniiDg!  Quick,  Verdier,  the  champagne  and  the 
ladies !  Justine  shall  sing  us  the  new  song — **  Hey !  hey  ! 
Monsieiur  TAbbe."  Those  profligate  rascals,  Conflans  and 
Brancasy  shall  laugh  at  me  as  long  as  they  like  ;  but  I  trust 
the  people  will  confess,  that,  in  spite  even  of  thtf  teaching, 
Dubois,  there  is  still  some  good  about — 

THE  REGENT! 
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SCENE  I. 

Gardens  of  a  villa  on  the  Canal  near  Utrecht.  T7ie  tower  of  the 
Cathedral  is  seen  in  the  distance.  In  one  comer  oftlte 
Garden,  overlooking  the  Canal,  is  a  Summer  House,  in  the 
Dutch  taste. 

Enter  Swyzel  and  Delve. 

Swv,  Do  as  you're  bid,  and  no  reflections.  Don't  you 
know  the  mistress  is  the  mat^ter? 

Del.  Well,  but  now  really,  Mynheer  Swyzel — to  put  out 
the  orange-trees  before  the  white  frosts  are  over — is  that  com- 
roon  sense  ? 

Sw  Y.  What  have  you  to  do  with  common  sense  ?  Nothing 
at  all — or  you  would  not  pretend  to  have  more  than  your 
mistress.  It  is  Mamzelle  Ernestine's  pleasure  to  turn  the 
orangery  into  a  ball-room,  and  turned  it  must  be. 

Del.  But  the  trees  will  die. 

SwY.  Let  'em  die,  then — that's  their  business — ^yours  is 
to  clear  the  place  out,  according  to  order.  About  it,  witii- 
>ut  more  words !     If  she  told  me  to  fling  all  the   Schie* 
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dam  in  the  cellar  into  the  canal,  I  should  do  so^  without 
hesitation. 

Del.  You'd  fling  yourself  after  it,  I'm  sure. 

SwY.  Not  when  it  was  mixed  with  water,  you  rogue !  or 
wliile  tlie  Baron  has  money  enough  to  buy  more.  Come — 
to  work !  to  work !  or  you'll  not  get  the  room  ready  by 
midnight. 

Del.  O,  my  poor  orange  trees — they'll  die,  every  one  of 
them !  (Exit  Delve.) 

SwY.  Silly  fellow,  to  trouble  his  head  about  what  does  not 
concern  him.  If  his  employers  take  no  care  for  their  own 
interests,  why  should  he  fidget  about  them  ?  He  hasn't  the 
slightest  notion  of  service  !     Ah  I  here's  Peter  Spyk. 

E flier  Peter. 

Well,  Peter. 

Pet.  Good  morning,  Master  Steward. 

SwY.  So,  you've  been  to  Amsterdam,  to  buy  cattle,  I 
hear? 

Pet.  Aye,  and  fine  beasts  they  are  too.  Master  Steward  ; 
l)ut,  talking  of  beasts,  how  do  you  find  yourself  to  day  ? 
you  were  rather  poorly  when  I  left. 

8wY.  Oh,  Im  better,  thank  you;  but  I'm  not  so  young 
Hs  I  was  thirty  years  ago — I  find  that,  Peter.  Ah!  I  envy 
you,  you  rogue  I  Three-and-twenty — stout-timbered — light- 
Jioarted — and  rich,  I  may  say ;  for  old  Jan  Spyk,  your  fa- 
ther, left  you  a  pretty  round  sum,  I  take  it  ? 

Pet.  Why,  it  might  have  been  less,  and  yet  worth  having. 
Master  Steward. 

SwY.  Well,  and  why  don't  you  get  a  wife  now  ?  All  tlio 
girls  in  the  neighbourhood  are  pulling  caps  for  yon  ! 
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Pet.  Why,  I  don't  know  ;  they  do  look  at  me,  somehow, 
but  Tm  not  smitten  with  anybody  in  particular.  However, 
I  don't  wish  to  prevent  them — they  may  fall  in  love  with  me, 
then  I  can  choose,  you  know. 

SwY.  Well,  perhaps  that's  the  best  way. 

Pet.  Yes,  I  think  so — as  Gertrude  said  to  me,  the  other 
day — ^you  don't  love  any  body  in  particular,  Peter,  so  you 
can  look  about  you. 

SwY.  Gertrude — what,  our  Gertrude?  The  simpleton 
that  has  the  run  of  the  house  and  gardens  by  permission  of 
the  Baron,  because  she  is  the  orphan  daughter  of  his  old 
bailiff,  and  who  is  always  to  mighty  busy,  doing  nothing  at 
all,  by  way  of  earning  the  living  allowed  her !  Is  she  your 
counsellor  ? 

Pet.  Oh,  she  and  I  gossip  now  and  then,  when  we 
meet.  She's  a  sort  of  relation  of  mine — my  brother-in-law's 
aunt  stood  godmother  to  her. 

SwY.  Well,  that  is  a  sort  of  relation,  certainly. 

Pet.  And  then,  you  see,  simpleton  as  she  is,  she  hais 
now  and  then  an  idea,  and  that's  the  only  thing  I  want — I 
never  have  an  idea.  It's  very  odd,  but  I  never  have  what 
you  can  really  call  an  idea-— of  my  own,  that  is — ^for  I'm 
quick  enough,  if  a  person  only  just — and  yesterday,  now, 
I  saw  her  but  for  two  or  three  minutes,  and  1*11  be  hanged  if 
she  didn't  give  me  a  capital  idea !  and  that's  what  has  brought 
me  here  this  morning.  You've  a  Captain  Amersfort  staying 
here,  haven't  you  ? 

SwY.  Oh,  yes ;  one  of  our  young  lady's  score  of  lovers — and 
the  best  of  'em,  too,  to  my  mind;  but  she's  too  capricious 
to  make  up  hers.  He's  a  fin  3  fellow — handsome,  clever, 
gallant — 
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Prt.  And  landlord  of  the  fine  farm  of  Appledoom — so 

(rertrude  says. 

SwY.  Ah !  and  you  want  to  be  his  tenant,  no  doubt  ? 

Pet.  Why  Gertrude  thinks — 

SwY.  Well,  she's  right  there — it's  a  pretty  property ;  but 
there  are  several  farmers  offering. 

Pet.  So  she  tells  me ;  but  she  says  that  if  you  were  to 
speak  to  the  Captain  in  my  favour — 

SwY.  Well,  she's  right  there,  too.    If  I  were  to  speak — 

Pet.  And  will  you  ? — ^will  you,  Master  Steward  ?  I've  a 
keg  at  home  of  the  finest  flavour,  which  I  should  be  too 
happy— 

SwT.  Pshaw !  pshaw !  you  know  if  I  do  any  thing  it's 
never  with  a  view  to  benefit  m^'self,  Peter ;  so  send  me  the 
keg,  if  it  will  serve  you,  and  we'll  see  what  can  be  done 
about  it. 

Ger.  (Wltliovt.)  Mynheer  Swyzel !  Mynheer  Swyzel  I 

SwY.  Here  comes  Gertrude. 

Enter  Gertrude,  running. 

Ger.  Mynheer  Swyzel !  Mynheer  Swyzel  1 

SwY.  Well,  don't  bawl  so — ^you  young  baggage  !  What 
do  you  want  ? 

Ger.  (Out  of  breath.)  You're  to  go  directly — I've  been 
looking  for  you  everywhere,  to  tell  yon  —  there's  Peter 
Spyk ! 

SwY.  To  tell  me  that  ? — why  I  know  that. 

Ger.  No  ;  to  tell  you — to  tell  you — how  d'ye  do,  Peter? 
are  you  very  well  ? 

Pet.  Aye,  aye ! 

SwY.  Will  you  tell  me  what  you  mean  to  tell  me  ? 
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Gbr.  Law  !  rd  almost  forgotten — I'd  run  so  fest.  How 
well  Peter  looks  this  morning — don't  he  ? 

SwY.  Do  let  Peter  alone !  and  tell  me  who  wants  me — 
and  what  for.     Is  itHbr  the  wine  tor  breakfiEist  ? 

G£R.  YeSy  that's  it — ^you've  got  the  keys  of  the  cellar,  and 
the  Baron  wants  some  of  the  best  Moselle,  to  give  to  Captain 
Amersfort. 

SwY.  Good  morning,  then,  Peter.  Fll  take  an  opportu- 
nity of  speaking  to  the  Captain,  depend  upon  it.  I  must  go 
now  for  the  Baron. 

{PrtHch  Air,) 

OSftTftUOE. 

Well,  but  make  more  haste  about  it. 
Master  wants  to  treat  his  guest. 

SWTZBL. 

Oh,  1*11  please  him  !  nerer  doubt  it ; 
or  his  wine  I  know  the  best. 
He  shall  own  that  down  his  throttle^ 
Such  has  seldom  found  it's  way. 

GBETauoB  (a$ide). 

Then  you'll  get  him  up  a  bottle 
Of  what  you  drink  erery  day. 

(Exit  SWYZBL.) 

Ger.  (Aside,)  An  old  rogue,  Pm  sure  he  is;  and  he 
always  snubs  me  and  scolds  me.  So  does  everybody, 
indeed,  except  Peter.  Peter  never  snubs  me,  at  any  rate  ; 
but  that's  because  he  hardly  ever  speaks  to  me.  Now  only 
look  at  him  at  this  moment !  there  he  stands,  puffing  away 
with  his  pipe,  and  turning  up  the  whites  of  hb  eyes.  Now, 
what  can  he  be  thinking  about  ? — that  is,  if  he  is  thinking — 
suppose  it's  about — (aloudy  and  taking  hold  of  Jm  arm)—- Peter ! 

Pet.  Elh ! — Oh  !  you're  here  still,  are  you  ? 

B  2 
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Geb.  {^i    e.)  How  cml !  (.4hud.)  Yes,  1  am  here  slil) ;     1 

and,  if  1  had  ^ept  still,  you'd  never  have  known  it,  seemingly.     H 

What  are  you  thinking  about  so  deeply  ?                                        1 

Pkt.    Th    king   about?      Why,   I  was  thinking  about      1 

Mother  W       ;'a  tavern,  where  I  breakfasted  this  nioniiiig.           | 

Ger.  V 

Per.  Uait                  01- 

ied  niy  life  ont  with — 

"  Why  dou'L                 I 

erSpyk?'--»Why  do 

you  live  al<        .„  tnat 

ike  an  owl  in  an  iv^-- 

buah  ?" — "  W  ny  don't  yo 

ife  ?  you've  got  money 

enough  to  keep  one,  and                      i 

tu-  own  master;  you'v* 

only  to  please  yourself 

Geb.  Well,  and  haven't  ]             | 

,-011  80  over  tmd  orer 

again  ? 
Pet,  Well,  so  you  have ;  and  I  do  think,  if  I  should  get 

the  Appeldoorn  Farm,  I'll  sign  a  lease  and  a  contract  the 

Ger.  But,  if  you  don't  get  the  farm,  what  does  it  signify*:' — 
you  might  marry  all  the  same  for  that.  You've  enough 
without.  You  needn't  wait^ — that  is,  if  you  like  aiiylHMly 
well  enough  to  marry  them. 

Pet.  Ah,  but  then  I  don't  know  thai  I  do.  Now,  who  is 
there,  in  your  opinion,  that  would  suit  me? 

Ger.  Oh,  I  don't  know.  1  dare  :-ay,  if  I  were  to  choosi*, 
I  could  name  somebody. 

Pet.  Well,  but  let's  see  now.  To  begin  with  tlie  neigh- 
lx>urhood  : — I  know  oil  the  girls  here,  and  I  am  sure  I  can't 
say— fsa//(/en///J— What  d'ye  think  of  Mary  Moerdyke,  to 
l>^n  with? 

Gkr.  Very  bad,  to  begin  with,  and  much  better  to  havp 
done  with  as  soon  as  possible.     Wie  is  the  worsl  (eniprred 
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girl  in  all  Utrecht^  and  as  tall  as  the  tower  yonder^a  great, 
gawky,  sulky  thing,  just  like  it. 

Pet.  Ah,  well,  I  don't  think  she  would  suit  me,  certainly. 
But  there's  her  cousin,  Judith — she's  very  good-natured  ? 

Geb.  Ah,  Judith's  a  pretty  girl,  if  you  please,  and  very 
good-natured,  as  you  say,  —  perhaps  a  little  too  good- 
natured. 

Pet.  No,  really,  humph! — I  shouldn't  like  that.  What 
d'ye  say  to  Anne  Stein  ? 

Ger.  Everybody  says  she's  a  great  coquette.  See  her  on 
a  Sunday,  that's  all !  or  at  a  dance  at  the  fisur !  She's  always 
changing  her  partner. 

Pet.  f)h,  if  she's  always  changing  her  partner — well,  they 
can't  say  that  of  little  Barbara  ? 

Ger.  No,  because  she  is  lame,  and  can't  dance  at  all. 

Pet.  That's  very  true ;  poor  thing,  she's  lame — so  she  is. 
Well,  I  declare,  then,  Vrow  Wynk  herself? 

Ger.  Old  enough  to  be  your  grandmother. 

Pet.  And  Rachael,  her  daughter  ? 

Ger.  She's  engaged  to  young  Maurice. 

Pet.  The  Devil !  Then  I  must  go  farther  a  field,  for 
there's  nobody  else  that  I  know  of  in  this  place. 

Ger.  (Aside  )  Oh  dear  !  oh  dear !  how  blind  he  is,  to  be 
sure. 

Pet.  Ah ! — stop !  What  a  fool  I  am,  never  to  have 
remembered — 

Ger.  Well,  who  ?— what  ? 

Pet.  Why,  that  to-morrow  will  be  market-day  here, 
and  that  there'll  be  plenty  of  pretty  girls,  from  all  the  villages 
round  about — so  I  can  choose,  without  the  trouble  of  a 
journey. 
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iDmtek  Air.) 


To-morrow  will  be  market-dMjrt 
The  streets  all  thronged  with  lasses  gKf^ 
And  from  a  crowd  so  great,  no  doubt, 
SweethearU  enough  I  may  piek  out. 
In  verity,  Terity,  &e. 

OiaTRDDl. 

Be  not  too  bold,  for  hearts  fresh  eaught 
Are  ne*er,  I'm  told,  to  market  brought ; 
The  best,  they  say,  are  given  away. 
Nor  left  to  sell  on  market-day. 
In  verity,  verity,  &c 

Pet.  Well,  at  any  rate,  I'll  take  my  chance  of  to-morrow. 
But  yonder's  Mamzelle  and  some  of  the  gentle  folks,  so  1*11 
go  and  hear  what  the  steward  has  done  for  me.  Good  hye, 
Gertrude.  I  say,  mind,  if  you  can  find  me  a  nice  little 
good-tempered  wife,  I'll  make  you  a  present  the  day  Fin 
married,  and  you  shall  dance  at  the  wedding.     (Eril  Pet.) 

Ger.  Now  isn't  it  provoking?  He  can  think  of  every- 
body but  me ;  and  unless  I  were  to  say  to  him,  plump, 
"  Peter,  will  you  marry  me  ?*' — and  then,  if  he  should  say, 
'^No!"  oh,  I  should  die  with  shame  and  disappointment. 
()  dear !  O  dear !  how  vexatious  it  is !  And  it's  not  only 
Peter,  but  nobody  seems  to  think  me  worth  marrying  at 
all — nobody  ever  says  a  civil  thing  to  me  of  any  sort !  I 
never  had  a  sweetheart  in  my  life,  and  I  do  believe  that's 
the  reason.  If  I  only  had  one  to  begin  with,  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  they  swarmed  afterwards. 

{"A  Temple  to  Friendship^) 

I  don*t  think  I'm  ugly  !— I*m  only  just  twenty — 
I  know  I  should  make  n  most  excellent  wife ; 

The  girls  all  around  me  have  lovers  in  plenty, 
But  I  not  a  sweetheart  can  get  for  my  life! 
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It  isn*t  because  I  am  not  worth  a  penny. 

For  lasses  as  poor  I've  known  dozens  to  win  ; 

That  I  should  have  none,  and  the  others  so  many, 
I  vow  and  declare  it*s  a  shame  and  a  sin  ! 

(^Retires  up  the  stagey  sobbing.) 
Enter  Ernkstinb  and  Captain  Amersfort. 

Amer.  Why,  you  proposed  the  ride  yourself,  Ernestine. 

Ern.  Perhaps  I  did ;  but  I've  changed  my  mind. 

Amer.  Will  you  walk,  then  ? 

Ern.  It's  too  hot. 

Amer.  By  the  side  of  the  canal — under  the  trees? 

Ern.  By  the  side  of  the  canal?  I  wonder  you  don't 
propose  that  I  should  tow  the  passage  boat. 

Amer.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you  proposed  something 
equally  extravagant.  For  myself,  I  have  done — I  shall  sug- 
gest nothing  else.  Please  yourself,  if  possible,  and  you  will 
please  me. 

Ern.  Now  he's  out  of  humour. 

Amer.  No,  not  out  of  humour — but  you  are  the  most 
capricious  creature ! 

Ern.  Well,  well,  sir,  if  you  are  tired  of  your  allegiance, 
renounce  it  at  once.  I  have  plenty  of  slaves  at  my  foot-stool 
who  will  serve  me  with  oriental  obedience ! 

Amer.  If  they  really  loved  you  they  would  not  encourage 
you  in  your  follies. 

Ern.  My  follies !  How  dare  you  talk  to  me  of  my  fol- 
lies, sir  ?  Hold  your  tongue  I  Hold  your  tongue,  directly  ! 
There's  Gertrude,  and  I  want  to  speak  to  her.  Gertrude ! 
(Calling.) 

Gbr.  Yes,  manizelle.     (Drying  her  eyes.) 

Ern.  What's  the  matter,  Gertrude?  you've  been  crying. 
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Qer.  YeSy  mamzelle. 

Ern.  And  what  for  ?  Has  any  one  vexed  you  ?  some 
faithless  swain,  perhaps  ? 

Ger.  Oh  dear  no,  mamzelle.  I  wish  it  was— bat  that's 
not  possible!    {Bursts  oui  afresh.) 

Ern.  How  d'ye  mean — not  possible,  child  ? 

Ger.  Because  I  havn't  got  a  swain  of  any  sort 

Ern.  Bless  the  gir) !    What,  no  sweetheart,  at  your  age  ? 

Ger.  No,  mamzelle. 

Ern.  Then,  perhaps  that's  what  you  are  crying  about  ? 

Ger.  Yes,  mamzelle. 

Ern.  Silly  wench  !  you  ought  to  rejoice  at  it  rather ;  the 
men  are  nothing  but  plagues,  Gertrude.  Lovers,  indeed ! 
there's  not  one  worth  having. 

Ger.  I — I  wish  I  had  one  though,  just  to  try.  I  was  just 
saying  to  myself  it  was  a  shame  that  some  young  women 
should  have  a  score,  and  others  none  at  all. 

Amer.  The  girl  is  right  enough,  there.  It  is  a  shame  that 
some  young  women  should  have  a  score,  and  hold  out  equal 
hopes  to  all. 

Ern.  The  sooner  you  lessen  the  number  ofmine  the  bet- 
ter, then.     I  could  manage  to  spare  even  the  gallant  Captain 
Amersfort — and — a  capital  thought!  as  you  seem  so  con- 
cerned at  the  unequal  division,  I'll  transfer  you  to  Gertrude, 

Ger.  Law,  mamzelle,  you  don't  say  so ?  Will  you, really? 

Amer.  Ernestine !     What  folly ! 

Ern.  I'm  quite  serious.  As  you  have  no  admirer,  Ger- 
trude, and  I  have  so  many,  I'll  give  you  one  ofmine. 

Ger.  Oh,  but  I  don't  want  you  to  ^ive  me  one,  mamzelle. 
If  you'll  only  lend  me  a  beau— just  to  encourage  the  others. 

Ern.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  delightful !  That's  better  still !— you 
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hear^  sir,  I  am  not  to  give  you  up  altogether,  though  you 
deserve  it ;  I  shall  only  try  your  obedience !  We  command 
you,  therefore,  on  pain  of  our  sovereign  displeasure,  to  pay 
all  proper  attentions  to  our  handmaid,  Gertrude ;  you  are  her 
beau  till  further  notice. 

Amer.  Ernestine,  are  you  mad  ? 

Ern.  Mad  or  not,  you  will  obey  me,  or  take  the  conse- 
quences. I  won't  be  charged  with  folly  and  extravagance 
for  nothing,  (^tide.)  Remember,  I  have  promised  my  father 
to  decide  this  day  in  favour  of  somebody.  If  you  hesitate 
only,  you  are  excluded  from  all  chance.  (^Aloud.)  Gertrude, 
I  lend  you  a  beau,  on  your  personal  security,  mind. 

Ger.  Oh,  you  needn't  be  afraid,,  mamzelle — Fll  take  tlie 
greatest  care  of  him — and,  besides — 

{D^eh  Air,) 

OXRTRUOK. 

Think  not  I  the  heart  irould  keep 

I'm  content  to  borrow ; 
See,  if  I  don*t  have  a  heap, 

To  pay  it  from,  to-morrow. 
Money,  money,  makes  they  say— 

The  job  is  to  get  any  ! 
And  lovers  grow  like  money  may. 
KaKxsnMX. 

Oh,  yes,  one  fool  makes  many. 

Ern.  (To  Amersfort.)  One  step,  and  you  lose  me  for 
ever.  {ExU  Ernestinb.) 

Amer.  (To  himself.)  This  passes  everything.  I  am  a 
fool,  indeed,  and  love  her  like  a  fool,  or  I  would  never  bear — 

Ger.  Only  think  !  I've  got  a  beau  at  last — and  such  a 
beau — an  officer !  a  fine,  young,  handsome  officer !  What' 11 
Peter  say  to  that  ? 

A.MER.  And  while  I  thus  himiour  her  caprices,  she  returns 
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to  the  house  to  flirt  with  that  puppy,  Amstelli  or  that  booby, 
Blankenberg. 

Ger.  But  he  takes  no  more  notice  of  me  than  Peter,  himBelf. 

Amer.  I  will  not  endure  it.    I  will  follow  her,  and — 

Ger.  Stop !  stop !  you  mustn't  run  away — ^you^re  only 
lent  to  me,  you  know — and  if  I  should  hte  you,  there'll  be  a 
pretty  business; ! 

Amer.  {Laughing^  in  despite  ofhinuelf.)  Upon  my  word, 
this  is  too  ridiculous.  So,  you  really  look  upon  me  as  a  loan, 
do  you  ? 

>  Ger.  Yes,  and  I  don't  choose  to  be  left  alone.    My  stara ! 
Peter  could  do  that. 

Amer.  Peter!  who's  Peter?  I  thought  you  said  you 
hadn't  a  sweetheart  in  the  world  ? 

Ger.  Nor  have  I. 

Amer.  Come,  come,  no  fibs !  You've  betrayed  yourself. 
This  said  Peter,  isn't  he  a  sweetheart? 

Ger.  No,  I  don't  think  he  is — at  least,  I  don't  know. 
What  do  you  call  a  sweetheart — one  whom  you  love,  or  one 
who  loves  you  ? 

Amer.  One  who  loves  you,  of  course. 

Ger.  Well,  then,  I'm  right,  he  is  not  my  sweetheart;  but 
I  am  his,  for  I  love  him  dearly. 

Amer.  What  a  candid  little  soul !  And  so  you  really  love 
Peter,  dearly,  though  Peter  doesn't  love  you  ?  But  are  you 
sure  he  doesn't  love  you? 

Ger.  I  don't  believe  he  ever  thought  about  it. 

Amer.  Is  it  possible !  Why,  you  are  very  pretty.  (^Aside.) 
Upon  my  soul  she  is  uncommonly  pretty.  I  wonder  I 
never  noticed  her  before.  {Aloud.)  And  so  Peter  has  never 
thought  about  you  ? 

Ger.  No — 
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I*Te  no  money ;  lo,  jou  Me, 
Peter  nerer  thinks  of  me— 

I  own  it  to  my  sorrow  ! 
Oh,  could  I  grow  rich,  and  he 
Be  reduced  to  poverty, 
Whmt  sweet  revenge  'twould  be  for  me^ 

To  marry  him  to-morrow ! 

Peter's  thought  almost  a  fool, 
Tou  have  profited  by  school — 

Wit  from  you  folks  borrow  ! 
Peter's  plain — you  handsome,  gay  ; 
But,  if  you  were  both  to  say — 
"  "Will  you  have  me,  Gertrude,  pray  ?" 

I'd  marry  Aim  to-morrow ! 

Amer.  There's  love ! — there's  devotioo  !  What  charmiDg 
frankness ! — what  innocent  enthusiasm !  By  Jove !  if  she 
wasn't  80  fond  of  another,  I  should  be  almost  tempted — ^if  it 
were  only  to  punish  Ernestine !  I — I —  (alomd.)  CkNifound 
that  Peter !  Almat  a  fool — ^he  must  be  a  downright  idiot 
not  to  fall  head  over  ears  in  love  with  such  a  sweet,  dear, 
bewitching — {Catches  her  round  the  waist;  he  is  about  to  kiss 
her  as  Peter  Spyk  enters  with  Swtzel.) 

SwT.  I  beg  your  pardon,  captain.  (Both  stop  siprt — 
Peter  staring  at  Gertrude.) 

Ger.  (Aside.)  Oh,  lud,  there  is  Peter ! 

Amer.  What  the  devil  do  you  want  ? 

SwY.  Only  to  introduce  Peter  Spyk — an  honest  young 
farmer — who  desires  to  be  your  honour's  tenant. 

*  This  Song  is  published  by  Mr.  Chappell,  50,  New  Bood^strect. 
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Amer.  Peter  Spyk !    What  is  this  lile  Peter  ? 

Ger.  Yesy  that's  Peter  Spyk;  and  he  wants  to  rent 
your  farm  of  Appeldoom ;  and  I  am  sure  you  can't  do  better 
than  let  him  have  it,  for  he's  as^good  a  £uiner,  and  as  honest 

a  young  man — 

Amer.  If  yon  interest  yourself  for  him,  my  dear  Oertmde, 
that  is  sufficient.  Swyzel,  come  here — (ande  to  him) — ^I  am 
much  interested  about  this  girl ! — ^I've  taken  a  great  &ncy 

to  her ! 

Sw  Y.  What,  to  our  Gertrude  T — to  that  poor  simple  thing  ? 
Well,  I  thought  just  now  you  seemed  rather— «h  ?  You're 
H  terrible  man^  captain !     What  will  mamzelle  say  ? 

Amer.  Oh,  it's  all  in  pure  friendship,  I  assure  you;  but 
come  this  way,  and  tell  me  all  you  know  about  her.  (^Aloudy 
to  Peter.)  I'll  speak  to  you,  presently,  young  man. 

(Amersfort  and  Swtzel  enter  the  summer^houBe.) 

Cter.  Peter,  you'll  have  the  farm  ! 

Pet.  No,  shall  I  though  !  Well,  I  thought  he  said  some- 
thing like  it ;  and  because  you  asked  him,  too !  I  say,  you 
and  he  seem  great  friends — he'd  got  his  arm  round  your 
waist ! 

Ger.  Had  he?— oh,  yes,  I  believe  he  had. 

Pet.  Well,  now,  I've  known  you  ever  since  you  were 
that  high,  and  I'm  sure  I  never  put  my  arm  round  your 
waist ! 

Ger.  No,  that  you  never  did  !  But,  then,  he's  my  sweet- 
heart ! 

Pet.  Your  sweetheart  ?  —  yours  ?  What,  the  captain  ? 
Pshaw  !  you're  joking  ! 

Ger.  Joking  ! — indeed  I'm  not  joking !  What  is  there 
so  strange  in  it,  pray  ? 
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PsT.  Why,  in  the  first  place,  he's  mamzeile'8  sweet- 
heart I 

Geb.  Not  now. 

Pet.  What,  has  he  left  her  for  you?  Why,  what  can  a 
rich  officer  like  that  see  in  a  poor  servant  girl  ? 

Ger.  Don't  be  a  brute,  Peter !  If  you  can't  see  anything 
to  like  in  rae,  it's  no  reason  that  others  should  not. 

Pet.  Me !— oh,  that's  a  different  affiur ;  because  you  and 
1,  you  know,  there's  not  so  much  difference  between  us,  and 
— oh,  by  the  bye,  talking  of  that — I've  been  thinking  of  what 
you  said  to  me,  and  I  wont  wait  any  longer — not  even  till 
to-morrow — I've  fixed  upon  Anne  Stein.  Her  mother  was 
here  just  now,  on  some  business  with  old  Swyzel,  and  some- 
thing was  dropped  about  my  having  the  Appeldoom  farm ; 
and  Swyzel  says,  she  gave  him  a  hint  that  her  daughter, 
Anne,  was  very  fond  of  me,  and  that  decided  me  at  once. 

Ger.  It  did? 

Pet.  Oh,  yes ;  because,  where  a  woman  is  really  fond  of 
<me,  you  know — So,  directly  I've  settled  with  the  captain 
about  the  farm.  III  post  off  to  widow  Stein's, and — well, 
what's  the  matter  with  you,  Gertrude?  Why,  you  are 
crying ! 

Gee.  Nothing— nothing!  I  wish  you  may  be  happy — 
that's  all,  Peter. 

Pet.  Thank  ye — thank  ye !  It's  very  kind  of  you  to  cry 
for  joy  about  me,  I'm  sure — and  I  wont  forget  my  promise. 

Re-enter  Amersfort  and  SvvTZBL,y>am  the  summer-house. 

Swv.  You  can't  be  in  earnest,  captain  ? 

Amee.  I  tell  you  there  it  is,  in  black  and  white !     Put  a 
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wafer  in  that,  (jpmny  a  naU^  and  send  it  immediatdy  to  my 
lawyer's,  as  directed. 

SwY.  (Aside,)  Two  thousand  crowns  to  portion  oiF  a 
wench  like  that.    'Gad !  she  wont  want  a  husband  long. 

{ExU  SWTSBI..) 

Ambr.  {To  Pbter.)  Now  for  you,  fanner.  I  find  there 
are  writing  materials  in  the  summer-house,  so  we  can— 

Ger.  Stop !  stop ! — one  word. 

Amer.  What  is  it? 

Ger.  (Leading  him  apart  from  Pbter.)  Yon  are  my 
beau,  you  know,  and  you're  to  do  everything  I  bid  yoa ! 

Amer.  Of  course. 

Ger.  Well,  then,  I  bid  you  refuse  the  fiurm  to  Peter 
Spyk ! 

Amer.  Refuse ! — why  I  thought  you  said — 

Ger.  It  doesn't  signify  what  I  said  ! — I've  changed  my 
mind !  I  suppose  I  may  do  that  as  well  as  your  fine  ladies ! 
You're  to  obey  me ! — mamzcUe  Ernestine  said  so ;  and  I 
don't  choose  you  shall  let  Peter  have  the  farm !  (Speaking 
the  last  five  words  lofsd  enough  for  Peter  to  hear,) 

Pet.  (Aside.)  "  Let  Peter  have  the  farm  /**  'Gad !  she's 
giving  me  a  famous  lift  with  the  captain  ! 

Amer.  Well,  if  you  don't  choose,  he  shan't  have  it,  cer- 
tainly ;  and  I'm  not  sorry,  for  I  don't  think  he  deser\'es  it. 
And,  now,  listen  to  me.  I  mean  to  help  you  to  a  good  hus- 
band, and,  in  return,  you  must  assist  me  in  a  little  plot.  I 
can't  stay  to  tell  you  now;  but  meet  me  in  half  an  hour's 
time  at  the  sun-dial  yonder.     May  I  depend  upon  you  ? 

Ger.  That  you  may. 

Amer.  Enough!    Now,  master  Peter  Spyk,  follow  me. 
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There's  no  occasion  for  writiiig:  we  can  settle  thia  buuaess 
in  two  words. 

Pet.  (A»ide.)  The  ferm'fl  mine  1  (To  Ooltuvdr.)  I  owe 
you  ft  good  turn  for  this !  (EgH,  toUi  Am erspobt.) 

Okb.  Indeed  you  do.  If  Aooe  Stetn  mBiriea  bim  now  I'm 
noistaiieii  in  the  &inily  altogether. 

Re-enter  Swtzel. 

SwT.  I've  sent  Delve  with  the  note ;  but  I've  made  up 
my  mind.  I'm  not  a  young  man,  certainly ;  and  I  had  no 
idea  of  changing  my  situation ;  but  two  thousand  crowns 
will  rait  me  as  well  as  anybody  in  the  world,  and  so  here 
goea— there's  nothing  like  being  first  in  the  field.  (Aloud.) 
Qertnide !  Gertrude! — come  hither,  Gertrude;  I  want  to 
say  a  word  to  you  in  private ! 

Geb.  To  me,  master  steward?  (Aside.)  O  dear,  now 
he's  going  to  scold  me  for  something,  I'm  sure.  A  cross  old 
patch! 

Swr,  Come  here,  I  tell  you !  Nearer — don't  be  afi^d — 
I'm  going  to  propose  something  for  your  good,  my  deer ! 

Gbb.  {Atide)  "My  dear!"  Bless  me,  how  Idnd  hex 
grown  all  of  a  sudden. 

SwT.  I've  knou'n  you  a  long  while,  Gertrude — from  your 
cradle  in  feet.  I  knew  your  poor  dear  father  and  mother, 
and  I  always  had  a  great  afiection  for  you ! 

Obb.  You,  Mynheer  Swyzel  ?  —  I'm  sure  you  never 
shewed  it,  then. 

SwY.  Maybe  not — may  be  not!     I  was  afraid  of  spoiling 

you,  as  a  child ;  but  now,  you  know,  you  are  grown  up, 

and  very  nicely  you  have  grown  up^I  see  it  more  and  more 

every  day — and,  in  short,  Gertrude,  I've  been  thinking  that, 

c  2 
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88  I  am  a  bachelor,  I  couldD't  do  better  than  many  agood 
pretty  girl  like  you,  whose  character  and  temper  I  ha^re 
watched  the  growth  of  firom  an  in&nt. 

Ger.  You — ^you.  Mynheer  Swyzel^  marry  me? 

SwT.  Why  not — why  not  ? — ^if  you  have  no  olgeetion. 
I'm  only  fifty-five,  and  a  hale,  hearty  man  for  that  age.  I 
have  saved  some  money  in  service,  and — 

Ger.  But  I  haven't  a  doight  in  the  worid ! 

SwT.  Nay ;  nay ! — ^you  are  richer  than  you  think  fiyr ! 

Gbr.  Eh? 

SwT.  In  charms — ^in  youth  and  beauty  !— 

Ger.  (AMe.)  So — so !  here's  a  real,  downright  aweeC- 
lieart  at  last ! — and  old  Swyzel,  too,  of  all  men  in  the  worid  ! 
]  shall  die  of  laughing ! 

Swy.  (Aside.)  She's  silent! — she    hesitates  1      The   two, 
thousand  crowns  are  mine ! 

(JhOchAir.) 

SWTSBL* 

My  ears  with  sweet  conseDtment  bless ! 

OBETKUDB  (cuide.) 
The  moon  xnusti  surely,  be  about  full ! 

(Ahmd.) 
I  don*t  say  no — I  don't  say  yes. 

SWTZBL. 

Alack!  tbat"^  rather  doubtful ! 

GBRTEUDX. 

What  proof  have  I  you  mean  me  fiiir  ? 
Your  sex  is  of  deceit,  throughout,  full. 

SWTXEL. 

Upon  my  honour,  I  declare  f 

GERTRUDB. 

Alack  !  that*s  rather  doubtftil  t 
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Oeb.  {Atide.)  Here's  Peter  coming  back.  If  I  could 
manage — (aloud.)  Besides,  that  isn't  the  way  to  swear  you 
love  a  body — ^you  should  go  down  on  your  knees  ! 

SwY.  There ! — there,  then  !  Charming  Qertnide,  on  my 
knees,  I  swear  eternal  love  and  constancy  1 

Entfr  Petsr. 

Pi;T.  Halloo ! — why.  Mynheer  Swyzel,  what  are  you  do- 
ing there  ? 

SwY.  (^Scrambling  up.)  Confusion  !  (Aloud.)  I — nothing — 
only  kneeling  to —  (Aside  to  Gertrude.)  Don't  say  any- 
thing to  that  fool.  Come  to  my  room  as  soon  as  you've  got 
rid  of  him.  (ExU  Swtzel.) 

Ger.  You  here  again,  Peter  ? 

Pet.  Here  again ! — I  beUeve  I  am,  too ;  and  just  as  I 
went  away.  Would  you  believe  it? — Captain  Amersfort 
wont  let  me  the  farm  after  all ! 

Ger.  Dear  me ! — ^you  don't  say  so  ? 

Pet.  He  wouldn't  hear  a  word ;  and,  to  make  matters 
worse,  old  widow  Stein,  who  saw  me  talking  to  him,  waited 
to  hear  the  upshot ;  and,  when  I  told  her,  she  as  good  as 
gave  me  to  understand  that  I  wasn't  match  enough  for  her 
daughter,  and  that  Anne  herself  liked  Groot,  the  miller, 
much  better  than  she  did  me !  A  coquette ! — ^you  said  she 
was  a  coquette ! — and  you  were  quite  right.  I  don't  know 
how  it  18,  but  you're  always  right ! — ^you've  got  more  sense 
than  all  of  'em  put  together ;  and,  for  the  matter  of  looks, 
why  there's  the  captain  vows — and,  talking  of  vowing,  what 
was  old  Swyzel  about  on  his  knees  ?  I  do  believe  he  was 
vowing,  too ! 
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Gbr.  Between  you  and  me,  he  was  vowing  all  sorts  of 
love  to  me  ! — and  he  wants  me  to  many  him ! 

Pet.  Marry  him ! — many  old  Swyzel ! — and  will  you? 

Gbr.  I  don*t  know  ! — what  do  you  think  ?  Would  you 
like  me  to  many  him,  Peter  ? 

Pet.  Not  at  all !  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  can't 
fancy  your  marrying  anybody — ^that  is,  I  never  thooght  of 
your  marrying  anybody ;  and,  now  I  do  think  of  it,  I  think— 

Ger.  Well— what? 

Enter  Delve,  with  a  note. 

Del.  Oh,  Gertrude,  here  you  are ;  here's  a  note  for  you. 
It's  very  particular — they  gave  me  a  florin  to  run  all  the 
way ! 

GeR.  a  note  for  roe  ? — who  is  it  from  ? 

Del.  The  clerk  at  Van  Nickem*s,  the  lawyer's.  I  took  a 
letter  there  for  the  captain,  and,  as  bis  master  wasn't  at  home, 
the  clerk  opened  it,  and  wrote  this  answer  to  the  captain, 
and  then  scril>bled  that  for  you,  and  begged  me  to  give  you 
yours  first — and  so  I  have ;  and  now  I  must  find  the  captain. 

(Exit  Delve.^ 

Ger.  a  note  for  me  ?  Nobody  ever  wrote  to  me  before  ; 
and,  if  they  had,  it  would  have  been  no  use,  for  I  can't  read 
written  hand.  You  can,  Peter;  so  pray  open  it,  and  let's 
hear  what  it's  all  about. 

Pet.  (Opening  anl  reading,)  "Mamzelle."  Manizelle,  to 
you ! 

Gbr.  Go  on — go  on. 

Pet.  "  I  have  loved  you  above  all  earthly  beings  !" 

Ger.  Bless  us,  and  save  us  ! 
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Pet.  "  I  dared  noi  clisciose  my  potion  ;  but,  believe  i»e, 
I  my  affection  was  e^jnal  to  my  Mileiice.*' 
Oek.  Tben  it  v-aa  greal  indeed '. 

Pet.  '■  I  have  at  leu^h  eiimmoned  courage  to  address 
you,  and  if  the  offer  of  my  hand  and  fortune" — another  pro- 
posnt ! — H-ho  is  the  fellow  that  writea  this  ? 
Gkb.  Van  Nickem's  clerk,  Delve  told  you. 
Pet.  Yes;  here's  hid  ugly  name,  sure  enough,  at  the 
\  bottom  of  it — Simon  Sneek  ! 

Oek.   Ah !    if   I    recoUeet,  he's  rather    a,    good-looking 
k  young  man! 

Pet.  Why  you  don't  mean  to — 
Geh.  Surely  he's  better  than  old  Swyiel ! 
Pet.  Well !  but  what  does  it  all  mean  ?  Everybody  wont^ 
'  to  mari^-  you '. 

Gkb.  1  can't  help  that — can  1  P  But  I  xban't  be  in  a 
hurry;  I  shall  do  as  yiui  do — look  about  me;  perhaps 
somebody  may  offer  that  I  should  like  better.  (Cloi-hilrifeei.) 
Hark  !  that's  two  o'clock  1 — and  I  promiiMtd  to  meet  the  cap- 
tain at  the  8un-diat  yonder.  Good  bye,  Peter,  aud  mind, 
if  you  ran  find  me  a  husband  that  I  should  like  better  than 
any  of  tliese,  I'll  make  you  a  present  the  day  I'm  marrieil, 
and  you  shall  dance  at  the  wedding !     (Runt  out.) 

Pet.  (SlaniU  itarinif   after  her,  wilh  tlie  niite  open   in  Au 

hand.)    Well,  when  she  talks  of  .\nue  Stein  always  chan^ng 

T  partner — she'*  off  to  meet  the  captain  now  ;  and  yet  she 

me,  "  if  you  can  find  me  a  husband  1  should  Uke 

'  the  idea  of  Gertrude  having  a  hu;>band! — a  little 

,  that  was  otily  a  baby  the  other  day,  as  it  seems  to  me. 

nder  if  she'd  hbe  me  better;  because  if  she  would — I 

mt  a  wife  my»elf.— and  I  don't  know  why  1  didn't  at  first — 
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But  (])eregoe5  that  cursed  captuin,  run ning  like  mad  to  meet 
her' — "Gadl  I  begb  to  feel  iJial  1  don't  like  it  Bt  all.  Why 
cant  he  keep  to  his  fine  ladiee,  and  let  (he  others  alone  ?  I 
don't  go  and  make  love  to  Mamzelle  Ernestine,  do  I  ? 
What  biiB          ■       ■  tack  of  stuff  to  Gertrude, 

and  turn  t  •  -le'd  better  mind  what  he's 

about  thi  lat!     If  he  makes  her  un- 

happy', I  for  something,  for  I  should 

break  everj'  bo. n  ! 

UVE, 

Del,  What'  ler  Peter  ?  you  don't  look 

best  pleased. 

Pet.  Well,  I  have  been  pleased  belter. 

Del.  Anything  in  that  note  ? 

Pet.  This  note! — no.  This  is  the  note  you  brought  from 
Van  N'ickem's,  There's  that  young  rogue,  Sueek,  wants  to 
marry  Gertrude. 

Del.  To  marry  Gertrude!  welt,  now,  do  you  know,  I 
Ihink  he  might  do  worse. 

Pet.  Might  do  worse  ? — 1  believe  he  might,  too! 

Del.  Gertrude's  by  no  means  ill-looking. 

Pet.  Ill-looking  ? — she's  very  pretty. 

Del,  Well — yes — I  think  she  is, — and  very  good  tem- 
pered. 

Pet,  The  best  humoured  soid  in  the  world. 

Del.  Do  you  know,  Master  Peter,  if  I  thought  there  wa.-* 
any  chance  of  our  living  comfortably  together,  I  slioiilcint 
mind  making  up  to  Gertrude  myself 

Pet,  You! — yon  be  banged  1 

Del.  Hanged  !  what  for,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  1  cjues- 
tion  now  if  I  couldn't  afford  to  marry  as  well  as  young 
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Sneek — ^he  doesn't  get  much  out  of  Nickem's  pocket,  I'll 
swear. 

Pet.  Welly  you  needn't  trouble  your  head  about  it,  be- 
cause you  shan't  have  her. 

Del.  Why,  fiurmer  Spyk,  what  have  you  to  do  with  it  ? — 
suppose  I  choose,  and  she  chooses,  you're  neither  her  father 
nor  her  mother.  If  you  put  my  blood  up,  I'll  go  and  ask 
her  at  once. 

Pet.  And  if  you  do,  you'll  put  my  blood  up— and  then 
I  shall  knock  you  down. 

Del.  Knock  me  down !     Donner  and  blitzen  ! 

Pet.  Don't  provoke  me  !  I'm  getting  desperate — I  mea 
to  marry  Gertrude  myself,  if  she'll  have  me,  and  I'll  fight 
any  body  for  her,  with  fists,  knives,  pistols — anything ! 

Enter  Ernestine. 

Ern.  Heyday !  heyday  !  what  is  all  this  noise  about — 
and  threat  of  fighting  ? 

Dvj*,  It*s  farmer  Spyk,  here,  and  please  yon,  Mamzelle,he 
threatens  to  knock  me  down  if  I  go  a-courting  to  Gertrude — 
and  all  in  an  honest  way,  too. 

Ern.  To  Gertrude  I — why  how  long  have  you  taken  this 
fiemcy  into  your  head  ? 

Pet.  Why,  not  five  minutes,  mamzelle,  and  he  has  the  im- 
pudence to  set  himself  up  against  me,  who  have  been  in  love 
with  her — more  than  half  an  hour ! 

Ern.  And  where  is  the  fair  object  of  your  contention  ? — 
what  does  she  say  to  these  sudden  passions  ? 

Pet.  Tm  waiting  to  know  what  she^U  say  to  mine — but 
■he's  a  plaguy  long  time  with  the  Captain.     He's  the  only 
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rival  I'm  afraid  of;  she  seemB  deiioed  fend  of  him— and  he 
raves  about  her. 

Ern.  {alarmed)  He  does!  (Recoverh^  ker$df.)  But,  of 

course — I  desired  him. 

Pet.  You  desired  him,  mamzelle. 

Ern.  Yes ;  I  commanded  him  to  make  love  to  her. 

Pet.  Welly  he  wont  be  broke  for  disobedieoce,  then*- 
that's  all  I  can  say — ^for  he  doefl  make  love  to  her  most  finri- 
ously.  I  caught  him  myself  with  his  arm  round  her  wakt, 
this  morning,  and  I  dare  say  it's  round  it  now  if  the  tmth 
was  known ;  but  I  can't  see,  foft  that  beastly  hoUyJmah. 

(Dblvb  Heabowi,) 

Ern.  Why,  where  are  they,  then  ? 

Pet.  She  was  to  meet  him  at  the  sun-dial,  and  I  saw  him 
slinking  through  the  trees  yonder ;  and  just  now  Tm  almost 
certain  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  them  at  the  end  of  that  walk. 

Erx.  (Aside.)  I  don't  like  this  account;  Tm  afraid  Fve 
acted  very  sillily.  I  repented  of  the  freak  almost  as  soon  as 
I  lefl  them ;  but  my  pride  would  not  suflfer  me  to  return. 
The  girl's  pretty — very  pretty — and  if  Amersfort,  enraged 
at  ray  indifference,  should,  out  of  mere  spite — such  things 
have  happened — Oh,  dear !  I  do  not  like  it  at  all. 

Pbt.  There  she  goes  1  there  she  goes  ! 

Ern.  With  the  Captain? 

Pet.  No,  by  herself — and  there's  Delve  afler  her  as  hard 
as  he  can  scamper !  I'll  follow — I'll — no,  I  can't —  I  can't 
move — I — I  feel  very  ill — my  head  spins  round  like  a  top. 
Here  comes  the  Captain. 

Ern,  Amersfort  I  I  am  ready  to  sink — 

Pet.  Don't — don't — mamzelle — for  I've  no  strength  to 
catch  you. 
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Enter  Amebsfort. 
MER.  {Atide.)  8he  is  here — now  for  llie  trifti.  {Aloud.) 

Mademoiselle  Eniestuie,  I  came  to  seek  you. 

Ebn,  Indeed,  sir  ;  and  for  what  purpose  ?  I  thought  1  had 
^^  desired  you  to  pay  your  alteiiliuns  in  another  quarter  for  the 
^Bprewnt. 

^K     AkiER.  It  is  in  perfect  accordance  with  that  desire  that  I 
^Hiltave  sought  this  interview.     I  am  anxious  to  eijirfw  my 
^^■patitude  for  the  blessing  which  you  have  so  unexpectedly 
^^bestowed  ou  me. 
^H      £bn.  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

^B      Ambr.  t  mean,  Maiiizelle  Rosendaal,  that  the  heart  you 
^V  treated  with  so  much  indifference  has  been  accepted  by  one 

of  the  most  lovely  and  amiable  of  your  sex;  and  that,  in  the 

affection  of  Gertrude,  it  has  found  a  balm  for  all  the  wounds 

you  had  so  wanloidy  inflicted  on  it. 
^K      Pet,  There !— there  !  1  told  you  so. 

^^^     Ebn.  Upon  my  word,  sir! — and  you  have  the  assurance 
^^fto  make  this  confession  to  me  ^ 

Amrb.  Why  not.  Mademoiselle?     We  are  not  masters 

of  our  aiTeclioD^,  and,  iherelbre,  I  will  not  reproach  you. 

But  can  you  be  surprised  ihat  I  should  weaiy  of  loving  one 

»«rho  did  n<>t  love  me  ?  or  that,  stung  to  ihe  quick  by  your 
contempt,  I  should  he  more  sensible  to  the  kindness  and 
lympathy  of  another?     Gertrude  is  lovely  ! 
Pet.  She  is! — she  is! 

Ambb.  The  sweetest  temper  d — the  most  frank  and  afTec- 
lionate  of  beings  '■ 

Per.  Too  true  ! — too  true  ' 

Ambb.  The  possession  of  her  heart  is  a  blessing  monarchs 
[■jni^ht  env;-  me. 
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P£T.  I  shall  go  mad ! 

Amkr.   And  monarchs  have  tnatefaed  with  maidenB  as 
lowly  born,  and  far  less  deserving. 

Ern.  Enough ! — enough  !  sir. 

PsT.  N09  it's  not  enough !    He  can't  say  too  much  about 
her.     She  hasn't  her  equal  upon  earth. 

Amer.  You  are  rights  fanner ;  and  I  thank  you  for  the 
honest  warmth  with  which  you  justify  my  choice. 

Pkt.  Your  choice !     Don*t  touch  me. 

Amer.  My  sweet  bride — my  affianced  wife  —  Madame 
Amersfort  shall  thank  you  in  person. 

Pet.  His  wife !     Madame  Amersfort !    Cruel,  faithless 
Gertrude ! 

Amer.  Faithless ! — why,  did  you  ever  propose  to  her  ? 

Pet.  No  ;  but  I  meant  to  do  so !     O  dear ! 

Ern.  Your  wife  ? — your  wife  ? — and  you  really  intend  to 
marry  this  orphan  girl  ? 

Amer.  I  have  desired  my  lawyer  to  prepare  her  marriage 
contract,  which  shall  be  signed  this  evening. 

Pet.  Oh ! 

Ern.  Not  in  this  house,  sir.     I  will  not  be  insulted  to  that 
extent.     I  go  this  moment  to  inform  my  fatlier. 

Amer.  The  Baron  Van  Rosendaal  is  already  informed, 
arid  approves  of  my  intentions. 

Ern.  Approves !    We  shall  see,  sir !  we  shall  see  I 

(  Air  from  "  The  ChaOenge.*') 

ERNKflTlNB. 

Such  per6dy  was  never  known — 
I  joy  in  its  uniqasking  ! 

PETBR. 

O  Gertrude,  you've  a  heart  of  stone. 
To  break  a  heart  so  true  ! 
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▲MXAUrOftT. 

Why,  had  sht  promiied  you  ? 

No,  there  her  iUsehood'f  shewn  I 
So  bent  was  she  ou  jilting  me. 
She  could  not  wait  for  asking. 

AMBRSroaT. 

Well  there  with  you  I  must  agree. 
Such  falsehood  ne*er  was  known. 

pKTia. 

I'm  sure  with  me  you  must  agree, 
Suoh  falsehood  ne'er  was  known. 

xaifssmia. 

*Tis  well,  'tis  well,  sir,  we  shall  see, 
Such  fiUsehood  ne'er  was  known. 

(Exit  Ernestine.) 

Amer.  (Aside,)  Yes,  yes,  my  fair  tyrant,  your  father  is 
in  the  plot !  I  think  we  have  you  now.  (Aloud.)  Well, 
my  godd  friend,  I  must  say  I  pity  you  extremely.  You 
have  lost  a  model  of  a  wife. 

Pet.  Don't !— don't ! 

Amer«  But  where  is  she  ?^-where  is  my  adored  Gertrude  ? 
(Enter  Gertrude,  dressed  as  a  bride.  Amersfort  makes  signs 
to  her  not  to  speak^  and  points  at  Peter,'  who  stands  in  an  aitiiude 
o/  comic  despair,  rvilh  his  back  towards  them.)  I  must  hasten 
to  find  her.  I  cannot  bear  to  be  an  instant  fit>m  her  sight ! 
Oh,  Peter  I — Peter !  what  a  treasure  has  escaped  you ! 

{Exit  AMEfLSFORT,  exchanging  signs  with  Gertrude.) 

Pbt.  (Soliioquizing.)  Escaped  me  ! — as  if  I  was  a  mad  dog, 
and  it  was  an  escape  for  Gertrude  !  An  escape  ! — and  I  have 
let  her  escape !  Well,  well,  she  wont  be  Madame  Swyzel, 
nor  Madame  Sneek  ;  and  that  rascal  Delve  hasn't  got  her—* 
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that's  one  comfort.  Comfort^  I  talk  of  comfort,  I  shall  never 
know  comfort  again !  Oh,  Qertrude  !  Gertrude ! 

Gbr.  (Advancing.)  Did  you  call  me,  Peter? 

Pet.  Hah !  what  do  I  see  ?  There's  a  dress— a  wedding 
dress !     It  is ! — ^it  is ! 

Ger.  It  is — it  is  a  very  beautiful  dress,  as  you  say,  and  I 
don't  wonder  you  start  to  see  me  in  such  a  dress ;  but  as  the 
bride  of  a  Captain,  you  know — 

Pet.  It  is  true,  then,  you  are  going— going  to  manry 
Captain  Amersfort? 

Ger.  Ah,  he  has  told  you,  then  ?  Well,  I  was  in  hopes 
of  giving  you  an  agreeable  surprise. 

Pet.  An  agreeable  surprise  ! 

Ger.  Why,  are  you  not  delighted,  Peter,  at  my  good 
fortune  ? 

Pet.  Delighted! 

Ger.  Only  think — a  poor  orphan  girl  like  me,  whom 
nobody  loved,  and  nobody  cared  about — 

Pet,  It  isn't  true.  I  cared  about  you — I  loved  you — 
doated  on  yon. 

Ger.  You,  Peter  I — you !  Mercy,  on  me  !  And  why 
didn't  you  tell  me  so  then  ? 

Pet.  Because  I  didn't  know  it  myself  then  ;  but  I  do  now^, 
Gertrude — I  do  now. 

Ger.  Now  ! — now  that  it  is  too  late  ! 

Pet.  But  is  it? — is  it  too  late?  You  are  not  married 
yet. 

Ger.  No,  but  I  have  promised.  The  contract  is  ordered, 
and  this  beautiful  dress  was  bought  by  the  Captain  on  pur- 
pose. You  would  not  have  me  behave  so  shamefully  to  one 
who  loves  me  dearly  ? 
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Pet.  But  I — I  love  you  deariy. 

Ger.  Ah,  if  you  had  but  said  so  an  hour  ago !  But  you 
thought  of  everybody  but  me. 

Pet.  I  know  it — I  know  it.  But  then  nobody  thought  of 
you ;  and  now  everybody  does,  and  it  proves  to  me  that 
you — you  are  the  only  girl  in  the  world  that  I  ought  to 
marry;  and,  if  you  won't  have  me,  I — I  know  what 
rU  do. 

Obb.  Dear  me,  Peter,  what  ? 

Pet.  I'll  fling  myself  into  the  canal. 

Ger.  Nonsense! 

Pet.  You  see  if  I  don't,  then.  Fm  not  desperate  till  I 
take  anything  in  my  head  ;  but  then  nothing  can  turn  me. 

(Air,  "  Take  care  of  the  comer,**) 

PBTBE. 

I  rush  to  my  fate. 

And  my  funeral  straight- 
Way  shall  follow  my  latest  transgression  ! 

And  in  the  church -yard 

It  shall  go  very  hard. 
But  it  meets  with  your  bridal  procession ! 

When  my  coffin  i^pears 

You  will  melt  into  tears, 
And  your  friends  in  your  grief  will  be  sbartrs. 

GBaTEUDB. 

O  yes,  not  only  I 
But  my  husband  will  cry — 
**  Stand  out  of  the  way  **  to  the  bearers ! 

Pet.  Laughed  at !  I'll  jump  over  the  wall,  here,  into  the 
canal,  before  your  face. 

Ger.  Indeed  you  sha'n't.  Peter,  don't  be  a  fool.  (  Trying 
to  hold  him, )     Oh  dear,  he  will !     Murder ! — help  ! 

Enter  Ernestine. 

Ern.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 
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Ger.  O,  Mamzelle,  help  me  to  hold  Peter.  He  wants  to 
drowD  himaelf. 

Ern.  He  is  sillier  than  ever  I  sapposed  him,  if  he  would 
drown  himself  for  so  worthless  a  person.  I  wonder  you  are 
not  ashamed  to  look  me  in  the  face. 

Ger.  I'm  very  sorry,  Mamzelle.  I  know  you  only  lent 
me  a  lover;  but  how  can  I  give  him  you  back,  if  he 
wont  go  ? 

Ern.  Cease  your  impertinence.  Your  simidieity  is  all 
affected, 

Ger.  I'm  sure,  Mamzelle,  if  the  Captain  will  only  consent, 
I'll  give  him  up  with  pleasure. 

Pet.  You  will  ? 

Ern.  You  will?  Hark  ye,  Gertrude !  Don't  think  that 
I  care  the  least  about  Captain  Amerafort — his  behaviour 
has  entirely  destroyed  any  little  affection  I  might  have  had 
for  him ;  but,  only  to  vex  him  in  my  turn,  if  you  will  promise 
not  to  marry  him — 

Pet.  Do,  do. 

Ern.  I  will  settle  a  handsome  income  on  you. 

Pet.  There!  there! 

Ern.  Tell  him  you  do  not  love  him. 

Pet.  Yes,  yes. 

Ern.  That  you  love  another — anybody. 

Pet.  Yes,  me  ! — I'm  ready  to  beloved. 

Ger.  {Aiide.)  I  see  him  I — now's  the  time,  (yilotui,) 
Well,  Mamzelle,  I  believe  it  would  be  only  the  truth — I 
have  a  great  respect  for  Captain  Amersfort,  but  I  certainly 
do  not  love  him — and  perhaps  I  do  love  somebody  else. 

(Loolnng  at  Peter.) 

Pet.  Oh,  Gertrude ! 
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Enter  Amebsfort,  unseen  by  them, 

Gbr.  Bat  how  can  I  consent  to  make  him  wretched  ?  If 
there  was  any  chance  of  your  making  it  up— if  I  thought 
you  still  loved  the  Captain,  and  would  make  him  happy  in 
the  avowal  ? 

Ern.  Would  that  decide  you  ? 

Pet.  Oh,  do,  then! — do!     {To  Ernestine.) 

Ern.  What  would  you  have  me  say! 

Ger.  That  you  forgive  him,  and  are  willing  to  marry 
him,  if  I  give  him  up. 

Ern.  Well,  then,  lam  willing! 

Amrr.  (  Takes  her  hand.)  And  so  am  I ! 

Ger.  And  so  am  I. 

Pet.  Hurrah! 

Ern.  Captain  Amersfort  here  ?     This  was  a  plot,  then  ! 

Amer.  Own  that  it  was  to  secure  your  happiness,  Ernes- 
tine, and  you  make  mine  for  ever. 

Ern.  Well,  I  believe  I  deserved  this  lesson. 

Pet.  And  I'm  sure  I  did. 

Ger.  You've  made  your  mind  up,  then,  that  I  shall  marry 
you  now. 

Pet.  To  be  sure  I  have. 

Ger.  Well,  as  you  say,  when  you  once  do  take  a  thing  in 
your  head,  notliing  can  turn  you,  I  suppose  it's  useless  to  say 
"  No."     There  is  mv  hand,  dear  Peter. 

Amer.  And  1  suppose  I  may  let  him  the  farm  now. 

Ger.  If  you  please.  Captain. 

Amer.  And  give  Jiim  the  two  thousand  crowns  that  I 
desired  Van  Nickem  to  settle  on  you  as  a  wedding  portion. 

Pet.  Ah!  then  that's  why  young  Sneek— butno  matter. 
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FINALE.— (  Trio,  from  ''The  ChaUenge.**) 

rXTia,    OSRTRUDS,  AHD    KKNESTIIfK. 

^^  I  is  mine.   ^^  I  is  mine.     Let  the  stars  work  their  vUl, 

If  our  patrons  approve,  nothing  now  can  go  ill ; 
But  the  lover  we  lend  must  with  them  make  his  way. 
Or  our  dealings  will  end  with  the  devil  to  pay. 

XENSSTIKK. 

Should  they  not  then  befriend  us  ? 

GERTBUDX. 

I  will  hope  for  the  best. 

If  one  kind  friend  will  lend  us 

His  hands  to  move  the  rest 

Will  you  ask  ?  ^ 

rarsR. 
No,  do  you. 

GSRTRUDs.  {to  autUmtM.) 
Do  you  like  it? 

YETXR. 

Say  you  do. 

ALL. 

O  happy  hour !  O  joyous  night ! 
Our  patrons  share  in  our  delight. 

u     >is  mine!   «,     r  is  mine!  Let  the  stars  work  their  will, 

Since  our  friends  have  approved,  nothing  now  can  go  ill ; 
The  lover  we  lent  has  with  them  made  his  way, 
And  their  smiles  of  content  all  our  toils  overpay. 
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SCENE  I. 

Interior  of  a  neat  Spanish  farm-howe,  A  window  R.  H.y  a 
door  L.  H.y  both  practicabk.  At  the  hook,  large  folding^ 
door$,  opening  on  the  garden^  and  shetoing  a  trellis,  covered 
with  a  grape  vine,  A  table,  chairs,  ^c,  JvLiAV  dU* 
covered  finishing  a  letter, 

3\3h,  (^Laying  down  his  pen,  and  reading  what  he  has  written,) 
"  Yes,  dearest  Anna,  I  love  thee — I  adore  thee  I  In  all 
Andalusia  there  breathes  not  so  devoted  a  servant  to  thy 
beauty !  But,  alas !  what  hope  is  there  for  poor  Jolian  ? 
It  were  madness  to  suppose  that  the  Governor  of  Seville  will 
bestow  his  only  daughter  upon  the  son  of  a  poor  gardener, 
who  exists  but  by  his  bounty!  Farewell,  then,  dearest 
Anna !  This  is  the  last  day  I  shall  pass  at  Villa  Verde ;  to« 
morrow  1  will  quit  for  ever  these  scenes  of  a  hopeless  pas- 
sion, assured  that  you  will  soon  forget  even  the  name  of  the 
unhappy  Julian !"  (Rising,)  Tes;  there  is  no  other  way. 
{Folding  letter.)  I  shall  be  miserable ! — ^bat  Anna  will  soon 
forget  me,  and  be  happy  with  some  nobler,  diough  not 
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fonder^  lover ;  and  her  fisither  will  not  have  to  accose  Julian 
of  ingratitude  as  well  as  presumption !  But  how  to  deliver 
this  note  safely  ? — for  I  will  not  see  her  again  myseUl  Ah ! 
Beatrix. 

Enter  Beatrix. 

Come  hither,  Beatrix!  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  fitvour. 
Perhaps  it  will  be  the  last  I  shall  ask  of  you ! 

Bea.  Santa  Catalina !  Are  you  going  to  hang  yourself 
then — for  you  don't  look  in  dying  condition? 

Jul.  Beatrix,  you  are  a  good,  kind  girl,  and  I  am  sure  I 
may  trust  you.  I  want  you  to  place  this  note  in  the  hands 
of  the  Senorita  Anna. 

Bea.  The  governor's  daughter  ? 

J  UL.  Even  she !  You  are  in  the  habit  of  taking  her  a 
nosegay  every  morning — place  this  note  in  that  which  you 
take  her  to  day. 

Bea.  Well,  if  I  didn't  think  so !  I  said  to  myself,  no 
loDger  ago  than  last  Friday,  as  sure  as  fate  our  young  master, 
Julian,  is  in  love  with  the  Senorita  Anna !  Ever  since  you 
have  been  permitted  to  give  her  lessons  in  drawing  you  have 
been  quite  a  different  person  I  You  never  dance  of  an  even- 
ing, as  you  used  to  do — ^you  never  sing,  except  some  melan- 
choly ditty  that's  enough  to  make  one  run  and  take  the  veil 
in  the  nearest  convent !  and  that,  to  my  thinking,  is  the 
most  desperate  act  a  woman  can  be  driven  to. 

Jul.  Ah !  Beatrix,  may  your  light  heart  never  sink  be- 
neath the  burden  of  a  hopeless  attachment. 

Be  A.  Not  it;  my  heart  would  do  like  your  old  cousin 
Tragala's  mule.  Captain,  kick  off  any  burden  that  gave  it 
the  least  inconvenience. 
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Jul.  Aye,  'tis  easy  talking,  Beatrix. 

/■"  ZiyM  o/my  loid/'J 
Faint  ii  mji  heart  thus  with  sorrow  o'er  Udeo  '. 

Faint  heart,  ;ou  know,  never  won  ■  lUr  maideB  '. 
If  ■  lorer^Tc  nu  one,  a  huge  burden  bearing, 
I'd  (end  il  him  baclc  u  loo  heavy  for  wearing ! 

Doea  the  lady  tell  you  your  attachment  is  hopeless? 
Jul..  No ;  but  her  father  would  ne\-er  consent,  I  am  cer- 


gentlei; 


Her  father  is  90  fond  of  yours  there  ia  no  knowing 
B  wouldn't  consent  to.     Why  don't  yon  get  the  old 


u  to  ask  ? 


Jirt,.  Oh,  it  would  be  t 


'  too  much  u 


Q  the  e 


;  presuming  t 

traordioory  kindncN  the  Governor  has  already  shewn  to  us, 
and,  perhaps,  cause  the  withdrawal  of  his  favour  from  my 
parents.  No — no ;  give  her  that  letter ;  it  is  to  bid  her 
hdieu  for  e%'er '     I  shall  leave  this  place  to-morrow. 

Bea.  Vou  shall  do  no  such  thing!     I'll  talk  to  the  Seno- 
rila  mj-self— nay,  to  the  Governor,  if  needs  must ! 
Jul,  Beatrix  !  not  for  the  world  ! 

Be4.  Hush! — here  comes  your  mother — not  a  won!  to 
her — leave  alt  to  me,  I  teU  you. 

Enter  Felipa. 
Fel.  Beatrix !  Beatrix  ! — run  to  the  gate,     I  do  beheve 
lere  is  our  cousin  Tragalu. 

BsA.  {Looking  out.)  Yes— yes! — there  he  ia!  Though  1 
tutven't  seen  him  tliese  six  ycare,  1  remember  him  well 
enough.     The  queer  little  body  ! 

TuoALA.  {lyithout.)  Halloo !  house !  anybody  at  lioiue  ? 
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Bea.  Yes— yes!  oomiDg— -coming !  (Bmn$mU.y 

Fel.  Welly  Julian,  are  you  still  bent  on  this  journey  to 
Madrid  that  you  talked  of? 

Jul.  Yes,  mother;  I  think  of  leaving  to-morrow. 

Fel.  So  soon?  Well,  I  am  glad  you  have  not  left  us 
before  Tragala's  arrival,  as  he  has  never  seen  yon  since  you 
were  in  your  cradle. 

ErUer  Thaoala. 

Ah !  my  dear  cousin ! — ^welcome  to  Andalusia — ^welcome  to 
Villa  Verde ! 

Tra.  Thanks — ^thanks,  cousin  Felipa!  Why,  here  yon 
are,  looking  as  blooming — Santiago !  who  could  believe  there 
was  only  a  year  or  two's  difference  between  us  ?  You  look 
more  like  thirty  than  forty — and  forty  you  must  be,  because 
I'm  forty-three,  and  I  left  Salamanca  a  year  after  your  boy 
was  bom,  and  he  must  be — 

Fel.  Nineteen; — and  here  he  is  to  answer  for  himself. 
This  is  my  Julian ! 

Tra.  Give  me  thy  hand,  boy !  'Gad  so  ! — ^Afine  fellow, 
and  very  much  like  you,  only  darker.  There's  not  much  of 
his  father  about  him ! 

Fel.  Law !  don't  you  think  so  ? 

(«  Xa  Guarraeha.*') 

FILIVA. 

Welly  there  you  sarprise  me,  'tw«s  always  confest^ 
^  That  nothing  more  like  him  could  be ! 

TEAOALA. 


If  yoM  think  he  is  so — a  fig  fox  the  rest» 
Tour  opinion  at  once  decides  mie  I 
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That  >  lik«neu  eiiit^  in  ■  fniDre  or  Mr 
To  tbe  mother  ont  iee»  very  well ; 

But  vhcthv  ft  Kin'a  like  hii  btlier  or  do, 
There  i*  onljr  the  niotber  can  lell '. 


But  where  is  he  ? — where  ia 


I,  Peqnillo 


I 


FKt.  He's  gone  to  the  Governor; 
mediately.     Our  gardea  joins  that  of  the  residence. 

Tea.  The  Governor  !— what  Governor  ? 

Fel.  The  Governor  of  Seville,  who  has  a  country  house 
here  at  Villa  Verde.  He  ia  onr  great  friend.  It  is  on  that 
account  we  sent  for  you, 

(Beatrix  appeart,  and  nutka  nytu  lo  Julian,  u-Ao  jwm 
out  with  lier.) 

TsA.  Well,  toll  me,  then,  for  I  am  curious,  I  own,  to  know 
why  Petiuillo  wrote  lo  me  to  sell  all  my  mules  and  quit 
Oviedo,  and  come  here  post  haste.  I  tliought  he  was  mad 
when  1  fire!  read  his  letter,  However,  as  I  longed  to  sec 
you  all,  I  determined  on  risking  the  journey  ;  but,  as  to  sell- 
ing my  mules — no,  no '. — you  don't  cati-h  me  at  that,  cousui, 
till  I  haveagooil  reason  for  it.  How  the  devil  am  I  lo  live, 
d'ye  think,  unless  you've  made  your  forluues,  and  are  going 
to  keep  me  like  a  gentleman  ? 

Fel.  Well,  you  are  not  so  much  out  there ! — we  have 
made  our  fortune,  and  we  have  scut  for  you  to  share  in  the 
good  tilings  that  are  daily  showered  upon  ue  by  the  new 
Governor ! 

Tka.  How  ?  how  ? — let's  hear  that  again  ! 

Fel.  I  tell  you  the  Governor  is  our  great  fiiend.  As  soon 
as  ever  he  arrived  here,  and  heard  the  oame  of  my  husband, 
he  sent  for  him,  asked  him  a  great  many  ijuesdons,  aud  wa« 
•0  pleased  with  faim,  that  he  gave  us  this  pretty  farm  to  live 
m2 
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jn^-wouldn't  suffer  bim  to  work  as  a  gardener  any  longer ! 
And  not  only  does  he  give  as  every  thing  we  can  desire  tat 
ourselves,  but  all  Pequillo  chooses  to  ask  for  others ;  so  that 
my  good  man  is  courted  throughout  the  province  like  a 
prime  minister ! 

Tra.  Basta ! — ^this  is  a  fiury  tale ! 

Fel.  It's  true,  I  can  assure  you !  His  exoeUency  visits  i» 
daily,  and  anticipates  every  wish  we  can  form  for  ourselves 
or  our  neighbours.  (Shauit  wUhatU,)  Hark !  do  you  hear 
tiiose  shouts  ? 

Tra.  Hear,  quotha !  Why,  d'ye  think  I'm  deaf?  The 
rogues  are  cracking  their  lungs  with  vivas!  I  suppose  the 
Governor  is  coming  now  ! 

Fbl.  The  Governor !  Bless  you,  they  don't  make  half 
so  much  fuss  with  him  ! — ^that's  my  husband  they  are  cheer- 
ing! 

Tra.  Pequillo? 

Fbl.  Yes ;  from  here  you  may  see  him,  surrounded  by 
Ihe  villagers! 

Tra.  (Looking  out,)  Why,  they  want  to  carry  him ! 

Fel.  And  they  will,  too ;  they  do  every  day !  It's  al- 
most provoking.  He  can't  step  over  the  threshold,  poor 
fellow,  without  being  half  killed  through  affection  and  grati- 
tude! 

Tra.  Diavolo! — there  he  goes  up ! 

Fbl.  And  here  they  come !     (Slumts  nearer.) 

Enter  Villaobrs,  bearing  Pequillo  <m  their  shoulders, 

CHORUS.  ("  Ftwi -Bunco.*) 

Vim  PequiUo ! 
Viva  Pequillo  I 


ND,    THB    GOVERNOR. 


Care,  >t  bU  prcMDco,  dii^pcari ! 

Miij  he  tilt  ■  thouMnd  jean  ! — 


Peq,  My  good  fnenda — my  very  dear  friends,  allow  me  to 
[  make  one  obaervation.     I  am  convinced  of  your  kind  inlen- 
I  dona ;  but  if  you  really  wish  me  to  live  a  thousand  yeara, 
I  jTOu  had  better  set  me  dowD  as  booq  as  possible  ;  for  if  you 
my  neck — aa  you  have  very  nearly  done  three  times 
t  to  day — i  cannot  live  another  hour  to  oblige  any  of  you  1 
All.  Long  live  Peijuillo  1     (T^^y  place  him  on  the  talU.J 
PKq.  It  is  my  earneet  wish,  1  can  assure  yoti,  for  your 
Fiokes,  aa  well  as  my  own !     My  very  dear  fHeuils,  I  am 
Lproud  to  say  that  I  return  laden  with  favoui^  for  you — 
r  granted,  at  my  request,  by  the  moat  illuatrious  Seuor,  hia 
I  excellency  the  Governor  of  Seville. 
All.  Long  live  PequiUo  ! 

Pet).  Silence !  while  1  read  the  list  of  benefactions '.  Senora 

Maiiuela,  your  husband  shall  be  sent  to  the  galleys,  as  you 

I  desire  '.     Matleo  Ronda,  you  are  appointed  to  the  vacant 

I  clerkship  at  Covema,  on  condition  that  you  learn  to  read 

\  wid  write  aa  soon  as  posKible !     Ambroaio  Cazalla  is  to  be 

a  alguazil  in  the  pla4?e  of  Gil  Perei,  deceasied — being  pro- 

erbially   qualified! — "Set  a  tbief,"  et  csetera.     Fernando 

lora  is  to  receive  (bur  reals  a  week,  for  doing  Dothingj  and 

is  brother,  Juan,  three  more,  for  helping  him  ! 

Tha.  'SdcathI  if  he  gives  away  at  this  rate  there'll  be  i)0- 

rtking  leR  for  me!     Pequillo!  cousin  Pequillo!  don't  forget 

Lpoor  TragaU '. 
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Peq.  Tragala! — my  dear  cousin !  (Jwmfbng  daum^  Cotoe 
to  my  arms !  Forgive — ^my  good  friends— fiyrgive  this  tribate 
to  nature — ^this  moment,  snatched  from  puUic  service,  at  the 
call  of  private  affection !  Senors,  I  present  to  you  my  wor- 
thy cousin,  Ignacio  Tiagala — a  highly  respectable  muleteer 
of  Oviedo— who  has  come  dll  these  leagues  to  emfance 
his  beloved  relations.  If  I  am  dear  to  you,  let  Tragala  be 
also. — ^"  Love  me,  love  my  dog  V* 

All.  Viva  Tragala! 

Psq.  Thanks — ^thanks !  And  now  your  pardon  for  a  short 
time.  There  is  the  paper,  signed  by  his  ezcellenqr;  you  can 
read  the  rest  of  the  grants  yourselves ;  and,  if  you  have  any 
more  petitions  to  present — (all  prodvce  papers  tmmedtoie^y.) 
When  I  say  "  if!" — as  if  there  could  be  a  doubt  of  it ! — 
they  grow  in  the  hedges,  Fm  sure !  Well,  well,  (taking  them) 
they  shall  be  attended  to !  I  will  speak  to  my  friend,  the 
Governor ;  but  they  must  all  lie  upon  the  table  for  the  pre- 
sent! I'm  going  to  be  very  busy — ^important  affiurs! — can 
see  nobody  again  till  the  aflemoon.  The  audience  is  ended ! 
—quit  the  presence ! 

All.  Long  live  Pequillo ! 

Peq.  And  Tragala ! 

All.  And  Tragala !     Viva  Pequillo  and  Tragala ! 

(Exeunt  Villagers.) 

Peq.  You  see — ^you  hear ! — this  it  is  to  be  related  to  dis- 
tinguished merit !  The  poor  devils  now  will  study  how  they 
may  best  curry  favour  with  thee,  cousin,  and  so  secure  thy 
interest  with  Sancho  Pequillo,  the  intimate  friend  of  the 
Governor  of  Seville !  But  come,  wife,  quick — some  refresh- 
ment for  our  cousin — ^he  has  come  off  a  long  journey,  and 
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must  be  femiflhed.  What  will  you  eat?  What  will  you 
drink  ?     We  have  the  best  of  both,  and  plenty  of  it ! 

Tba.  Nothing !  nothing  at  pre^nt !  My  aslonishraent  has 
taken  away  my  appetite  '.  My  curiosity  must  be  eatiafied  be- 
fore I  can  think  of  my  stomach  ! 

Fel.  Well,  while  you  chat  here,  I'll  lay  the  cloth  in  the 
next  room. 

Peq.  Aye,  do  ;  and  get  up  a  bottle  of  tliat  Val  de  Pennas— 
the  last  batch  my  friend,  the  Oovemor,  sent  me  I  (ExU 
Felipa.)  Such  stuff!  How  you  will  smack  your  lips  at  itt 
I  drink  nothing  else  '. 

Tra.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?  How  have  you 
jumped  into  such  lavourg — such  fortune? 

PbH-  Hang  me,  my  good  fellow,  if  I  know ! — and  hang 

e  still  higher  if  I  care '.  My  conscience  acquits  me  of  any 
base  intrigue  or  degrading  solicitadon.  My  friend,  the  Go- 
OT,  saw  me,  and  liked  me.  There  was  nothing,  1  hope, 
•0  wonderful  in  that !  My  friend,  the  Governor,  is  a  sensi- 
ble man — a  man  of  discrimination.  My  character  was  spot- 
less— my  person  prepossessing.  He  wanted  a  friend,  and  he 
chose  me  ;  and,  now,  what  do  you  want  ?  Sjjeak ! — don't 
be  mealy-mouthed  I  Anything  that  is  in  onr  power  —  it 
diall  be  granted  immediately.  Diablo!  you  shall  find  I've 
not  brought  you  all  the  way  from  Oviedo  for  nothing  t 
Speak! 

Tra.  Speak  !  zounds !  I  must  have  a  little  lime  to  think 
fiist '.  I  may  as  well  aak  for  the  best  thing  at  once — and  I 
n't  made  up  my  mind  aa  to  what  th»t  may  be!  Besides, 
I  can't  lielie>'e — 
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Be-enter  Fblipa. 

Fel.  Pequillo!  PequSlo!  lus  excelleiicy  is  ooming 
through  the  garden ! 

Peq.  My  ftiendy  the  Governor  ?  Bravo !  now  you  shall 
see.  You  can*t  belieye,  can't  you  ?  It  would  serve  you 
rijght  to  do  nothing  for  you ! 

Enter  the  Goveenoe. 

Gov.  Good  morning,  Felipa.  I  have  followed  yoE 
speedily,  my  good  friend  (to  PsquiLLo),  ibr  I  have  some 
good  news  for  you. 

Peq.  {Ande  to  Teaoala.)  You  can't  believe— can't  yon. 
{Aloud,)  Always  delighted  to  see  my  noble  friend,  the  Gover- 
nor! (Offering  his  hand,  which  the  GoYEKSon  presses  kindlfffuMk 
I^EQUILLO  casts  a  triumphant  look  at  Teagala).  And  what 
may  be  this  news,  my  very  kind  friend  ?  (Shaking  hands  again, 
with  the  same  glance  at  Teagala.)  There  is  only  the  family 
here ;  this  is  my  cousin,  Tragala,  from  Oviedo,  an  honest, 
worthy  little  fellow — ^in  whose  welfare  I  take  a  particular  in- 
terest. 

f**  Have  you  teen  the  etlver  mist  T*) 

My  lord,  I  beg  to  recommend, 
To  your  most  kind  consideration. 
My  very  good  and  worthy  friend. 
And  once  again  my  near  relation. 
He's  galloped  here  at  such  a  pace. 
You  can't  be  much  surprised  to  learn  he 
Would  like  a  snug  and  easy  plaee-^ 
To  rest  in,  after  such  a  journey. 

Gov.  That  he  is  a  kinsman  of  yours,  Pequillo,  is  a  sufir- 
dent  recommendation.  Let  him  think  how  I  can  serve  him^ 
and  I  will  do  it  with  pleasure. 
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P£Q.  You  hear,  cousin.  (ji$ide.)  You  can't  believe— 
can't  you.  (^Alaud.)  His  excellency  will  serve  you  with 
pleasure — ^you  have  only  to  think. 

Tba.  Most  illustrious  Senor!  A  thousand  thanks^^dear 
cousin ! 

Fel.  (To  wham  the  Governor  Juu  been  speaking.)  Oh! 
my  Lord !  This  is  too  much ! — ^how  have  we  merited  such 
great  kindness.  Pequillo— husband !  Our  dear  Julian — 
his  excellency  has  signified  his  intention  of  making  our  dear 
boy  his  own  private  secretary. 

Psq.  Is  it  possible  ?     Such  an  honour  I 

Gov.  Julian  is  a  youth  of  much  pronuse.  i  have  a  great 
affection  for  him — and  will  make  his  fortune  my  peculiar 
care. 

Fel.  He  is  a  good  and  a  grateful  lad,  at  least,  my  Lord ; 
and  I  am  sure  will  never  do  anything  to  make  you  repent 
your  kindness ;  but  what  blessings  are  we  not  bound  to  pray 
for  on  the  head  of  Senor  Don  Valarino.  (Snatching  his  hand, 
and  kissing  it.) 

Gov.  Nay,  nay — my  good  Felipa.  (Talks  with  her  apart.) 

Tra.  Valarino! 

Peq.  It's  the  Governor's  name — Valarino  de  Escamilla  y 
Calaveros,  Knight  of  the  order  of  Alcantara,  Governor  of 
Seville,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  my  intimate  firiend. 

Tra.  Valarioo!  How  odd  that  his  name  should  be 
Valarino ! 

Peq.  How  d'ye  mean  odd  ? 

Tra.  Why,  don't  you  remember  the  Valarino  who  used 
to  play  such  devil's  tricks  at  Salamanca,  when  we  both  lived 
there,  some  twenty  years  ago  ?     The  young  fellow,  you 
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know,  who  wbs  the  tenor  of  all  the  hoBbande  in  the  di^yRnd 
the  ruin  of  all  the  girla. 

Psq.  Well? — ^whatthen? 

Tra.  Oh,  nothing  t  aolj,  whenever  I  hear  the  name  of 
Valarino,  I  always  think  of  the  mad  pranks  of  that  Valaiino. 
I  dare  say  his  Exeellenqr  has  heard— Pray,  my  lord,  were 
you  ever  at  Salamanca  ? 

Qoy.(8iartinff,  and  atide.)  At  Salamanca!  (^<nhL) 
Never.    Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Tra.  Merely  because  you  might  remember  a  nameeake 
of  your  lordship's — one  Valarino,  a  student  at  the  college 
there— a  wild  young  rogue  he  was.  Oh,  ho !  I  could  tell 
your  lordship  such  stories  of  him — ha !  ha !  But  if  your 
Excellency  was  never  there — 

Gov.  Are  you  from  Salamanca,  then  ?  I  thought  your 
cousin  said^- 

Tra.  Oviedo.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  came  hither  from  O  viedo.  I 
have  lived  at  Oviedo  these  eighteen  yetu-s — aye,  full  eighteen 
— ^because  it  was  not  quite  two  years  afler  your  misfortune, 
cousin,  that  I  moved  from  Salamanca. 

Pe^.  Oh,  what,  the  robbery  ?  ah !  that  was  a  misfortune, 
indeed.  My  cousin  alludes,  my  lord,  to  that  circumstance  I 
told  your  lordship  of,  that  happened  twenty  years  ago. 

Gov.  Yes — ^yes ;  I  remember— you  did  tell  me. 

Tra.  Twenty  years !  why,  I  do  believe  it's  twenty  years 
this  very  day. 

Peq.  Why,  so  it  is !  sure  enough  !  This  is  the  fourteenth 
of  June.  Twenty  years  ago  I  was  a  ruined  man ;  500  pistoles 
—ell  the  money  I  was  worth  in  the  world — the  whole  pro- 
duce of  the  sale  of  my  father's  property — torn  from  me  by  a 
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band  of  brigands  I  and  I,  with  a  young  wife,  lef)  destitute ! — 
gbliged  lo  dig  atid  delve  for  a.  living — might  have  stan-ed, 
perhaps,  if  it  hadn't  heeu  for  her  iincle,  the  old  licentiate 
who  spared  us  a  trifle  now  and  then,  and  gave  my  boy  Ju- 
lian an  education  I  could  never  have  afforded  him  ;  and  now, 
after  twenty  yeara'  niisery,  here  am  I,  hap|)y  as  the  day 
is  long,  and  my  son  private  aecretarj'  10  the  Governor  of 
Seville.  What  a  wonderful  world  it  is !  What  asloniahing 
turns  of  fortune ! 

Gov.  You  did  not  deservfi  to  suffer,  and  fortune  haa  mode 
aniende  (o  you  ;  she  id  oOen  more  just  than  we  are  inclined 
(o  believe  her.  I  rejoice  in  being  clioaen  as  the  instrument  of 
her  bounty,  and,  as  this  is  tlie  anniversary  of  your  loss,  here 
is  an  order  on  my  intendani  for  i>00  jii^toles,  (writing  itat^ 
table,)  and  1  promise  you  that  the  same  sum  shall  be  paid 
annually  lo  you  from  this  day — (ginei  him  the  paper.)  You 
must  quit  this  farm,  too,  and  reside  in  the  palace.  Your  eon 
id  now  my  secretary,  and  a  suite  of  apartments  nhall  be  ap- 
propriated to  you,  Ijoth  here  and  at  Seville-  Let  your  cou- 
»in,  I  repeat,  thiak  how  I  can  serve  him — I  will  refuse  no- 
thing you  can  ask  of  me  that  does  not  affect  my  loynlty  or 
roy  honour. 

('Pratet  hi*  hand  tvilk  greal  emotion,  and txH, hurriedly.) 

Peq.  Wife !  cousin  ! — support  me  !  I  shall  fuint !  No, 
Isha'n'II — I  diall  go  wild.  Five  himdred  pistoles  a  year, 
and  apartments  in  the  palace.  Tra  la  la  !  Tra  la  hi !  Tra  la! 

Fkl.  Pequillol  Pequillo! 

Tra.  He  unll  go  wild,  and  1  don't  wonder  at  it — I'm  be- 
ginning to  feel  a  little  light-headed  myself.  What  sholl  I 
ask  for  ?  what  shall  I  be  ?  Groom  of  Uie  chambers,  or  mas- 
ler  of  the  horse? 
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PfiQ.  Apartments  in  the  palace !  I  shall  deep  in  aatiii  and 
dine  upon  cedar.  I'll  never  sit  down  in  such  a  diair  aa  tbis 
again!    There!  there!  (Breaks one.) 

Tra.  No  more  will  T — there !  there !  (Breaki  anoAer.J 

Fel.  Nay,  nay,  dont  destroy  the  furmtore!  somebody 
will  jump  to  have  it. 

Peq.  Aye— ^well,  to  be  snre^-some  poor  devil  may  want 
it.    But  a  man  of  my  fortune  and  oonsequenoe— a  gentla- 
man  with  500  pistoles  a  year,  and  the  run  of  two  pnlacoi 
the  bosom  friend  of  Senor  Don  Valarino  de  KBcamilla  y 
CalaveroSy  Qovernor  of  Seville,  &c.  &c.  &c. ! 

Fel.  And  father  of  hb  private  secretary!  Where  is 
Julian  ?  I  long  to  tell  him  of  his  good  fortune.  Julian ! 
Julian !  (Exii.) 

Tba.  Don  Valarino !  It's  very  odd,  but  I  cannot  get  the 
idea  out  of  my  head. 

Peq.  I  never  knew  you  had  one  in  it  before.  What  do 
you  want  to  get  rid  of  it  for  ? 

Tra.  If  the  Governor  had  not  said  positively  that  he  had 
never  been  at  Salamanca — 

Pbq.  Why  you  are  surely  not  such  a  fool  as  to  fancy  that 
my  noble  Iriend  the  Governor  can  be  the  same  Valarino  who 
was  at  college — a  young  vagabond,  of  neither  fortune  nor 
family,  and  who  has  been  hanged  or  sent  to  the  galleys,  I'll 
be  sworn,  long  before  now.  But  even  if  he  were,  what's  that 
to  me,  now  that  he  is  a  governor  ? 

Tba.  Why,  that's  true !  because  Julian — Julian  b  a  boy ! 
Now,  if  you  had  a  daughter — 

Pbq.  Well,  and  if  I  had  a  daughter  ? 

Tra.  Why,  you  see,  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  under- 
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Stand  ¥3hy  the  Governor  does  all  this.    Great  people  do  no- 
thing for  nothing.    He  must  have  some  motive. 

Peq.  I  tell  you  it's  his  regard  for  me. 

Tra.  And  I  tell  you  I  don't  believe  it  then — (here!  and 
now  it's  out ;— «nd  I'm  sure  there  must  be  something  else  at 
the  bottom  of  it !  Because  it's  not  likely  that-^in  short,  as 
I  said  before,  if  you  had  a  pretty  daughter— 

Peq.  Bah !  stuff! — Perhaps  you'll  say  its  Beatrix  ? 
.  Tea.  Beatrix !  no,  no ;  he  wouldn't  make  your  son  his 
private  secretary,  and  give  you  five  hundred  pistoles  a-year, 
and  apartments  in  the  palace,  because  he  fonded  your  ser- 
vant girl.  No,  no ;  its  more  likely  that — ^but  then  he  never 
was  at  Salamanca. 

Peq.  Confound  you ! — what  do  you  dwell  upon  that  for  ? 
What  has  his  being  at  Salamanca  to  do  with  the  business  ? 

Tea.  It  doesn't  signify.  He  never  was  there,  and  so  it 
can't  be  that — and  there's  an  end  of  the  matter.  Where's 
this  wine  you  spoke  of? 

Peq.  Not  a  drop  shall  you  taste  now  till  I  know  what 
ridiculous  crotchets  you've  got  in  that  wooden  head  of 
yours !  If  /  am  not  the  person  he  is  attached  to— who  the 
devil  else  could  it  be,  either  here  or  at  Salamanca  ? 

Tea.  Well,  now,  suppose-^mind,  I  only  say  suppose^— 

Peq.    Well— suppose — suppose ! 

Tea.  Suppose  it  was  your  wife ! 

Peq.  Wife!— my  wife?  What,  FeUpa?  Why  she's 
turned  forty ! 

Tea.  Ah,  now!  But  I  remember  when  she  was  only 
twenty,  at  Salamanca— and  so  might  the  Governor,  if  be  had 
been  there — and  she  was  then  the  handsomest  girl  in  the 
neighbourhood.    And  even  now,  I  should  Uke  to  know— a 
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woman's  not  so  old  at  forty— and  cousb  Fdipa'a  at  ooiae^ 
a  dame  at  this  day  as  any  yon'Q  meet  with  in  an  hundred! 

Peq.  Why  you  slanderous  little  villain! — yoa  wonldnH 
dare  to  insinuate — 

Tba.  Oh!  not  I — not  finr  a  moment!  But  there's  »>• 
thing  very  unnatural  in  the  Gtovemor^s  prefinring  her  iace 
to  yours — or  uncommon  in  a  great  man's  patroninng  a  poor 
fellow  for  the  sake  of  his  good-looking  wife ! 

Pbq.  Uncommon ! — ^no ;  but  very  alarming  I  The  Go* 
vemor  was  only  thir^-eight  last  Wednesday— and  I'm  pasl 
fifty !    Tragala— you  don't  think  that — 

Peq.  O  dear  no!  I  only  remember  young  Valarino 
made  love  to  all  the  pretty  women  in  the  city  and  suburbs^ 
married  or  single ;  and,  as  you  didn't  live  far  off,  and  cousin 
Felipa  was  so  pretty,  and  you  so  jealous — for  you  remember 
you  used  to  be  desperately  jealous ! 

Peq.  Horribly ! — frantically !  I  should  be  still  if  I  thought 
—if  I  but  suspected !  Felipa  was  prelty — more  than  pretty^ 
beautiful !  and  a  shocking  flirt  at  that  time— coquetted  with 
all  the  young  fellows,  and  nearly  drove  me  mad !  But  I 
don't  believe — I  never  will  believe — that  my  friend,  the 
Governor — 

Tra.  Does^  it  .follow  now,  because  he  makes  your  son  his 
secretary,  that  he  should  invite  you  all  to  live  with  him — in 
his  own  house — both  here  and  at  Seville !     Isn't  that  odd  ? 

Pbq.  Don't,  Tragala,  don^t ! — you'll  drive  me  crazy  ! 
And,  now  I  think  on't,  he  whispered  my  wife ! — ^he  didn't 
tell  me  first !     He  arranged  with  her  before  he  spoke ! 

Tra.  So  he  did,  certainly!  But  wouldn't  you  have 
known  if  it  had  been  the  same  Valarino  ? 

P^.  I  never  saw  the  villain  ! — I  only  heard  of  his  tricks ! 
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Tea.  No  more  did  I. 

Pbq.  And  if  Felipa  did— 6he  never  told  me ! 

Tra.  It  isn't  likely  she  would ! 

Peq.  Andy  twenty  years  afterwards,  to  meet  here  in  An- 
dalusia, and  renew— 

Tea.  But  stop ! — stop !  We  forget^you  know,  he  says 
he  never  was  at  Salamanca ! 

Pbq.  Aye,  true — true ;  he  does  joy  so ! 

Enter  Julian,  hastily. 

Jul.  Oh,  father !  &ther ! — let  me  say  one  word  to  you 
in  private !    Pardon  me,  cousin  Tragala,  but — 

Tea.  Oh,  don't  mention  it !  I'll  go  and  draw  up  my  pe- 
tition to  the  Grovemor;  for  I  may  as  well  get  what  I  can 
while  I  can.  [Exit  Tragala,  into  roam^  l.  h.) 

Jul.  (7b  Pequillo.)  You  have  heard,  sir,  of  my  ap- 
pointment ?  The  Governor  has  been  so  kind  as  to  make  me 
his  secretary ! 

Peq.  WeU— weU! 

Jul.  You  will  think  me  mad,  sir*-but  I  have  heard  news 
which  renders  it  impossible  for  me,  with  honour,  to  accept 
the  place ! 

Peq.  You  have  heard  news?  (j4side.)  He  has  heard 
news !  He  can't  in  honour  accept  the  place !  Then  people 
have  begun  to  talk— 

Jul.  The  Governor  is  about  to  marry— 

Peq.  To  marry? — You  don't  si^  so! — ^The  Governor 
marry  ? — what  a  relief!     My  dear  Julian,  you  delight  me. 

Jul.  You  interrupt  me,  sir !  The  Governor  is  about  to 
marry  his  daughter  to  a  college  acquaintance— to  some  one 
he  knew  at  Salamanca ! 

c  2 
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Pfiq.  (Siarting.)  At  Salamanca  ?— 'tis  &be !  He  ooulda't 
know  anybody  at  Salamanca — ^he  never  was  at  Salamanca! 
You'll  drive  me  mad ! 

Jul.  Hoah,  sir !— -for  mercy's  sake,  not  so  kmd !  What  I 
tell  you  is  in  perfect  confidence — it  must  be  kept  a  profinmd 
secret  from  every  one !  The  Qovemor  is  most  anxious  that 
no  one  should  be  aware  of  his  having  been  at  Salamanca ! 

Psq.  Oh,  he  is,  is  he  ? — the  monster  of  iniqaity !  (AMe*) 

Jul.  It  is  from  his  daughter,  the  Senorita  Anna,  I  have 
learned  this.  I  love  her,  sir ! — ^love  her  to  distracticm  !— 
and,  hopeless  of  return,  would  have  left  Villa  Yerde  to- 
morrow !  I  wrote  to  tell  her  so ;  she  requested  an  inter- 
view— and,  at  the  same  time  that  she  cheered  my  heart  by 
acknowledging  that  she  shared  my  passion,  she  drove  me 
to  despair,  by  revealing  the  intention  of  her  father,  which  he 
but  this  morning  communicated  to  her  ?  Oh,  sir,  he  is  your 
fiiend— your  bosom  fiiend  ! 

Peq.  No  such  thing ! — no  such  thing ! 

Jul.  Yes — yes  1  he  loves  you — he  loves  my  mother ! 

Peq.  I  know  it ! 

Jul.  He  has  said  there  was  nothing  he  would  not  grant 
at  your  request !  Oh,  sir,  I  implore  you  to  speak  to  him !  ' 
Anna  loves  me — she  will  be  miserable  if  sacrificed  to  an- 
other! Tell  him  this,  sir — tell  him  I  cannot  with  honour 
enter  his  service,  unless — sir! — sir! — you  do  not  listen 
tome ! 

Peq.  Yes — ^yes ;  I'll  tell  him.     He  tvas  at  Salamanca  ? 

Jul.  Santiago! — no!  You  mustn't  name  that — ^you 
would  ruin  all !  He  would  never  forgive  Anna !  he  told  her 
he  had  most  important  and  private  reasons  for — 

Peq.  Begone ! — leave  me !    He  was  at  Salamanca ! 
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Jul.  Father! 

Re-enter  TraoaLa,  with  a  paper. 

Tra.  Well,  have  you  finished  ?— because  I  see  tiie  Go- 
vernor is  coming  through  the  garden  again;  and  I  have 
written  my  request  down,  and  want  you  to  present  it. 

(Offering  Pequillo  the  paper.) 

Psq.  Me? — never! 

Tra.  Why,  cousin  Pequillo! — Julian!  what  have  you 
done  to  your  father  ? 

Jul.  Sir!  sir! — the  Governor  is  returning!  I  dare  not 
&ce  him !  Speak  to  him  I  entreat  you,  sir — ^he  will  do  any- 
thing for  you ! 

Pfiq.  Away,  I  say ! 

Jul.  Nay,  then,  I  shaH  deek  my  mother — she  has  influence 
with  him,  and  will  use  it ! 

Peq.  She  sha'n't ! 

I'ra.  a  capital  thought,  lad ! — and  so  will  I !  Cousin 
Fdipa  shall  present  my  petition — ^he  wont  refuse  her ! 

Psq.  Tragala ! — if  you  dare ! 

Tra.  Why,  she's  in  the  garden  with  him  now ! 

Pbq.  My  wife  in  the  garden  ? 

Tra.  Yes,  with  your  fiiend,  the  Govemon! 

Pbq.  My/rt«u// — my  fiend! — my  demon  !  {Throwing 
open  the  window^  and  calling  loudly.)  Felipa !  come  hither 
this  instant,  I  conmiand  you !    Felipa,  I  say ! 

Tr4.  Will  you  present  my  petition  or  not  ? 

Peq.  No,  I  tell  you ;  no ! 

Tra.  Then  she  shall ! 

Peq.  Never!      (Snatchingy and  tearing  it  up.)     There^— 
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there— there !    Now  let  her  present  it !    Oh,  I  eoold  tear 
fnyseif  to  pieces !    Felipa,  I  say ! 
Tra.  He's  mad ! — stark,  staring  msA  I 

Enter  Fbltpa,  Beatrix,  and  de  Ootbbnob. 

TEUrA,  BSATAXXy  Omd  aOTBAVOE. 

What  iithft  matter? 

AB  hmi  Psquillo  and  Fkh^a. 

How  he  stares  at  her ! 
AU  his  teeth  chatter ! 
Rcawm  seems  fled! 


nULOALA* 

Yes,  he*s  gone  raviog ! 

JULIAN. 

Such  strange  behaving ! 

TAAGALA. 

Nothing  like  shaving 
Quickly  his  bead ! 

AU  but  GovsRKOR  and  Pcquxllo. 
Sec  how  his  eyes  roll— he  must  be  insane,  sir ! 

JULIAN. 

Where  is  your  pain,  sir  ? 

rZLXPA. 

It  seems  in  his  head. 

rXQUXLLO. 

Wicked  deceiver  !     (  7b  Fslxta.) 
Instantly  leave  her !    (  To  Govxenoa.) 

AU  but  Pbquillo. 
*Tis  the  brain  fever ! 
Bear  him  to  bed ! 
He  must  be  bled ! 
Quick,  shave  his  head  f 
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ir  peril !     I  ftm  not  mad, 
I  ani  sensible — per- 


PEq.  Off!  off!— touch  r 
though  1  have  enough  to  make  me  » 
fecUy  sensible — too  sensible ! 

Fel,  Then  1  wonder  you  an'l  ashamed  of  yourself — be- 
fore his  lordship ! 

Peq.  1  woitder  you  aa't  ashamed  of  yourself — before  bis 
lord^ip ! 

(Jov.  Pequillo ! 

Fgl.  Husband! 

Peq.  Husband!  Wife !— ctocodiie !  Hippopotamus!  (To 

Gov  EK  NOR.) 

CJnv.  Why,  Tragala,  what  is  the  matter  with  your 
coutdn? 

Tea.  I  know  no  more  tbaa  your  lordship ;  he  flew  out 
because  I  adked  him  to  present  a  petition  to  your  lordship, 
and  tore  it  all  to  pieces. 

Gov.  Welt,  never  mind  that — 1  had  already  t}iought  of 
^u.  Take  ihis  nole  to  Col.  Troxillo— you  see  the  address^ 
he  will  attend  to  <he  instructions. 

Tra.  1  fly,  must  illustriotia  Senor — a  thousand  thanks, 
most  excellent  Don  Vdarino!  (Esil  Tbaoaua.) 

Peij,  {Slarliny  up.)  Aye,  Valarino!  Don  I'alarino.' — do 
you  hear  that  name  ?  There  was  a  Valarino  at  Salamanca  ! 
—was  there  not  wife  ?  But  onr  iriend,  the  Governor,  never 
was  at  Salamanca  1 — he'll  swear  it! 

Jul.  (Atide.)  Father— father  ! 

PB«t.  Out  of  my  sight !    (7b  Jitlian.)    Leave  the  room  ! 
!   {To  BctTars.)  {Exit  Julian  and  Beatrix.) 

I        Gov.  (Atide.)  What  can  he  mean  ?  Has  he  discovered — 

Peq.  So— so ;  your  lordship  seems  disconcerted  ! 
I       Fkl.  PequUlo! 


Jt 
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PsQ.  Silence,  unhappy  woman !    Enter  ihat  ^pavtaient 

Fbl.  I  shall  do  no  such  thing !    I  insist  upon  knowinf^ 

Gov.  Yes — ^yesy  my  dear  Felipa — ^it  is  my  wiah  abo. 

Pbq.  (Aside.)  His  dear  Felipa ! 

FcL.  In  that  case,  my  lord  !  (EmU  Fbupa.) 

Gov.  Fiequillo,  hear  me. 

Peq.  You  were  at  Salamanca! 

Gov.  I  acknowledge  it !    But— 

Psq.  He  acknowledges!  And  I,  who  would  have  idll 
doubted — tremble,  guQty  Governor ! 

Gov.  (A$ide,)  Silence,  I  entreat  you.  My  honour  ie  in 
your  hands !  I  confess  myself  the  cause  of  your  nusfor- 
tune! 

Peq.  Oh! 

Gov.  But  surely  I  have  made  ample  amends ! 

Psq.  Amends !  Let  me  go — ^I  can  bear  it  no  longer — 
I'm  dying !  But,  before  I  die,  you  shall  have  all  back — 
all  the  bribes  you  would  have  stopt  my  mouth  with— aU  thef* 
money  that  I  haven^t  spent — all  the  wine  that  I  haven't  drunk! 
There — there's  the  order  you  gave  me  this  morning !  (  Tear- 
ing it  up,)  And  now  for  the  cellar — ^there's  not  much  of 
your  wine  left ;  but,  at  any  rate,  you  shall  have  the  haUl^  ! 

(Rushes  out.) 

Gov.  Pequillo !— madman  ! 

Re-enter  Felcpa. 

Fbl.  For  mercy's  sake,  my  lord,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

Gov.  My  good  Felipa,  Pequillo  has  by  some  means  dis- 
covered what  I  trusted  to  conceal  from  all  the  world ;  and, 
unless  I  can  secure  his  silence,  I  must  resign  my  situation, 
and  perhaps  quit  Spain  for  ever ! 
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Fbl.  You,  oar  beoefactor,  leave  us  ?     Oh,  wherefore  ? 

Gov.  Felips,  you  behold  in  me  that  Valarioo  whose  wild 
and  licentious  conduct  rendered  him  bo  ehamefbily  nottmous 
at  Salamanca !  It  was  I  who  robbed  your  hoBbaod  of  his 
little  patrinuMiy,  and  lost  it  at  the  gaming  table !  Yoa  were 
reduced  to  beggary — I  was  forced  to  fly  from  my  creditors '. 
The  death  of  an  uncle  in  Mexico  gave  me  wealth — and  with 
wealth  came  prudence  and  repentance.  I  pud  all  my  debts, 
married  a  virtuous  and  noble  lady,  and  became  Governor 
of  Se^•ille  t  Here,  at  Villa  Verde,  [  found  your  husband 
toiling  for  hia  bread !  He  told  me  his  story,  and  I  dis- 
covered in  him  the  man  I  had  plundered!  I  blessed  Pro* 
vidence  that  had  enabled  me  to  atone  for  my  crime !  For 
twelve  months  have  I  enjoyed  the  happiness  of  promoting 
his  and  your  felicity,  and  of  forwarding  the  interest  of  yonr 
SOD  ;  but  the  inveterate  resentment  of  Peqnillo  will  frustrate 
all  my  hopes ! 

Fkl.  Ob,  say  not  so ! — he  is  passionate,  bnt  not  revenge' 
ful. 

Got.  I  trust  so,  for  all  our  sakes — for  tlie  salte  of  one 
who  has  never  wronged  him — for  the  sake,  in  short  of  my 
daughter. 

Fei..  Your  daughter ! 

Gov.  Yes;  Julianloveeher,  and  she  returns  his  afiection. 
I  have  long  suspected  it,  and,  in  making  him  my  secretary, 
was  smoothing  the  path  to  his  winhes.  Their  union  was  in- 
tended by  me  as  the  crowning  reparation  for  ell  I  bad  made 
you  suffer ;  but,  if,  Pequillo  denounces  the  governor  of  Se- 
ville as  a  robber — if,  disgraced  in  the  eyes  of  the  public,  and, 
worse  than  all,  in  those  of  my  chihl,  I  am  driven  to  hide  my 
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Bhame  in  retirement,  he  will  himself  raise  en  inaannoiiDteUe 
obetacle  to  the  happiness  of  all 

Fel.  Oh,  my  lordi  he  never  will  be  so  mad— eo  widnd. 
This  noUe  repazation  must  melt  his  heart ;  and,  ftr  bm^  waj 
lord,  a  mother's  tears  of  joy  most  prove  to  yoo— {.^AewT  is 
kneel;  he  prevenii  her.) 

Qov.  Be  calm,  dear  Felipa,  and  speak  to  Peqoillo. 

Pequillo  enieri,  uneeem  by  Aem,  wUh  a  hamper  JM^loMn; 
he  elope  ehari  an  eeekeg  Ae  Govebvoe  fappoiffay 
Felipa. 

Shew  him  that  it  is  the  interest  of  aU  parties  to  be  silent 
oa  this  subject — that,  for  the  sake  of  our  children— 

Peq.  (Dropping  the  hamper.)  Their  children !  What  do 
I  hear?     Don  Valarino!  {Coming  forward.) 

Gov.  Pequillo !  I  have  spoken  to  Felipa,  and  I  leave  you 
together.  It  depends  entirely  upon  yourself  whether  or  not 
I  should  call  Julian  my  son.  (Esit) 

Peq.  Julian — Aw  son? 

Fel.  Yes,  Pequillo — you  have  no  notion  of  the  Gover- 
nor's kindness ! 

Peq.  Haven't  I? 

Fel.  You  will  never  be  so  silly  as  to  bear  malice  against 
such  a  man.    I'm  sure  I  forgive  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Peq.  Impudence  unparalleled ! 

Enter  Julian. 

Jul.  Father! 

Peq.  Father  !  How  dare  you  call  me  &ther  ?  I  am  not 
your  father ! — I  disown  you !  I  renounce  you !  go  to  the  Go- 
vernor !— He  has  called  you  his  son. 
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Jul.  Is  it  poeaible  ?-— cun  I  so  happy  ? 

Peq.  So  happy ! — unnatural  cub  ! 

FsL.  Unnatural !    on  the  contrary. 

Peq.  Aye,  on  the  contrary — aright !  quite  right !— -She  can 
joke  upon  it. 

FfiL.  What  is  there  unnatural^  pray,  in  his  widi  to  marry 
so  lovely  a  girl  as  the  Senorita  Anna  ? 

Peq.  He — he  marry  the  Grovernor's  daughter  ?  Impos- 
sible !  and  you  know  it. 

Fel.  Yesy  of  coun3ey  if  you  go  and  blaze  the  whole  story  ! 
that's  what  the  Governor  says. 

Psq.  Peace — woman!  You  make  my  hair  stand  on 
end! 

Shouts,     Enter  Traoala  oi  an  AlguaxUj  followed  by  Pea- 
sants and  Beatrix. 

Tea.  Long  live  the  Governor !  Long  live  the  noble  Don 
Valarino !  See  here,  cousin  ! — I  am  appointed — I  am  prin- 
cipal Alguazil  of  Villa  Verde.  Look  at  my  official  costume  ! 
respect  my  authority !  Cousin  Pequillo !  I  owe  this  to  your 
honourable  fnend,  the  Governor. 

Peq.  Honourable! — he  honourable!  He's  a  villain^a 
seducer!'-!  may  say  a  robber  I — ^for  he  has  robbed  me 
of— 

Fel.  Pequillo !  I  entreat  you ! 

Peq.   You! 

Jul.  You  will  offend  him  for  ever. 

Peq.  I  wish  it ! 

Tea.  You  will  be  arrested  for  sedition ! 

Peq.  With  all  my  heart !-— I'm  desperate !  and  don't  care 
what  becomes  of  me.    Arrest  me,  Alguazil!  (ToTeaoala.) 

o 
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Fel.  Heed  him  not,  Tragala,  he'a  fiantie.    Thu  is 
one  of  the  old  fits  he  used  to  have  at  Salamanca. 

Peq.  Sala — I  forbid  you  to  name  that  jdaoe.  And 
you — (io  the  VUlagers) — what  do  yon  all  want  here  ? 

Bea.  Why,  the  answer  to  their  petitions,  of  oooraa. 

Peq.  Answer? — there's  no  answer!  I  have  no  jntarest, 
no  eredit !  there,  there  are  your  petitions — take  'em  amongst 
you !     {Crumpling  them  up,  and  finding  tkem  ai  their  hmdt) 

Tra.  But  the  Governor  ? 

Pfiq.  Smother  the  (Governor ! 

All.  Treason ! — arrest  him! 

Tra.  You'll  be  hanged ! 

Feq.  I  should  like  it — I'm  weary  of  my  life,  and  I  should 
like  to  be  hanged  particularly.  Do  your  duty,  Alguazil  I — 
I  say,  smother  the  Governor ! — down  with  the  Governor ! — 
no  Governor ! — no  government !  TTiere,  I'm  a  rebel — a 
traitor — arrest  me,  Alguazil.  (Collaring  Tragala.) 

All.  Yes,  yes ;  arrest  him ! 

EfUer  Governor. 

Gov.  What  means  this  tumult  ? 

Fel.  Oh,  my  lord,  Pequillo  is  certainly  distracted ! 

Pbq.  Not  at  all !  I  say  to  his  face — smother  the  Go- 
vernor !  and  I  wish  him  to  arrest  me — imprison  me — ^hang 
me — at  any  rate,  it  w^ill  shew  I  am  no  friend  of  his— that 
I  do  not  wink  at  his  iniquities  ! 

Gov.  Enough — enough,  sir !  If  such  is  your  determina- 
tion— if  noUiing  less  than  public  exposure  will  satisfy  yon, 
come  what  may,  I  w^ill  here  acknowledge,  to  all  present— 

PfiQ.  No,  no ;  there's  no  occasion  for  that — ^I  don't  choose 
^hat  every  body  should  know. 
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Gov.  Bat  you  have  left  me  no  other  course ;  and,  for  fear 
of  worse  suspicionsy  I  insist  on  proclaiming — 

Pfiq.  Proclaiming !— I  wont  be  proclaimed !  Hold  your 
tongue,  I  say ! 

Qov.  Then  listen  to  reasons-give  me  a  patient  hearing  in 
private.  Felipa,  Julian — one  moment.  Tragala,  let  those 
good  people  retire  for  the  present — I  would  be  alone  with 
Pequillo. 

(EreufU  Traoala  and  Beatbix,  with  Tillaoebs.) 

Fel.  Come  Julian.    Pequillo !— ungratefiil  Pequillo !  you 
have  yet  much  to  learn. 
Peq.  The  devil  I  have  ! 
Fel.  How  you  will  blush  when  you  know  all ! 
(Exeunt  Felipa  and  Julian.) 

Pbq.  Fve  no  doubt  of  it !  much  to  learn !  What  a  hor* 
rible  interview ! 

Gov.  I  know  not  how  you  became  acquainted  with  the 
fact  of  my  having  wronged  you. 

Peq.  Permit  me  to  sit  down. 

Gov.  But  the  confession  of  an  ofifence  is  said  to  be  half 
way  towards  its  reparation. 

Peq.  It  is  an  aggravation.  (Starting  up  again,) 

Gov.  Say  not  so;  I  was  young — very  young— surrounded 
by  dissolute  companiond— returning  late  at  night  from  one 
of  our  usual  orgies — flushed  with  wine— 

Pbq.  More  shame  for  you. 

Gov.  I  grant  it ;  yet  you  yourself  were  to  blame — 

Peq.  Me  !     Ah,  they  always  say  that ! 

Gov.  I  should  never  have  taken  your  money  by  force. 

Pbq.  My  money 
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Gov.  Had  you  not  dropped  your  iBalfaem  BBbl^'m  your 
alamiy  at  our  approach — ^had  not  your  'faan  and  fhoiw  ci 
Tragala  magnified  three  or  four  half  drunken -atndents  into  m 
band  of  brigands. 

Peq.  What  do  I  hea:r?  My  money — ^my  leather  sack? 
Persecuting  fiend ! — were  you  also  the  plunderer  of  my 
property  ? 

Gov.  Also ! — what  mean  you  ?  I  confess,  to  my  shttlM^ 
that  I  picked  up  the  money  you  had  abandoned— that,  in- 
stead of  seeking  next  day  for  its  owner,  I  lost  it  at  the  gaming 
table ;  but,  surely,  the  return  I  have  made  you  since  our 
meeting  in  Andalusia — 

Peq.  What,  is  this  all?  Did  I  not  hear  you  s^  to  the 
partner  of  your  guilt — 

Gov.  Partner?  I  had  no  partner!  My  mad  compa- 
nions pursued  you  with  shouts,  and  saw  me  not  pick  up  the 
money.  They  never  knew  of  my  possessing  it— I  alone  was 
the  criminal ;  but  twenty  years  of  repentance — 

Peq.  Twenty  years !  True — true ! — this  is— as  you  said 
— Why,  then,  after  all — Julian — 

Gov.  I  am  aware  of  his  love  for  my  daughter — I  consent 
to  their  union.   Can  I  more  fully  prove — 

Peq.  Prove!  I'm  delighted  to  prove  that  I've  been  a 
most  prodigious  donkey  !  My  dear  friend,  the  Governor ! 
My  son  marry  your  daughter  ? — can  you  condescend  ? 

Gov.  Condescend ! — alas !  I  have  been  guilty  of  an  act 
that  renders  the  alliance  a  condescension  on  yotu*  side. 

(**  O  hear  not  the  Bondage.*' J 
O,  be  it  the  pride  of  the  Spaniard  to  feel 
That  crime  ean  corrupt  the  best  blood  of  Castile— 
That  birth  cannot  shelter,  nor  wealth  render  free. 
The  coward  Hidalgo— the  serrile  Grandee— 


"  HT  'FB»ND,  THE   OeVEBNOR."  29 

Bcfim  man's  true  bonoiiT  all  other  rank  bdc*, 
'Til  rittue  enoblai  and  viee  Ifaal  dcgndei ', 

Peo.  My  dear  friend,  the  Govenior,  pardon,  in  your  turn, 
all  my  follies ;  but  I  had  not  been  jealous  for  nearly  twenty 
years,  and  there  was  a  great  accumulation — 

Gov.  Jealous! 

Pbh.  Never  mind ! —  we'll  drop  the  subject.  Felipe. — 
Cousin  Tragala — Julian — everybody '. 

Enter  Omnei. 
It's  all  settled — I've  been  a  great  fool,  and  I'm  glad  of  it ! 
My  dear  wife— my  own  son !     He's  as  like  me  as  ever  he 
can  stare! 

Fbl.  So  I  always  thought,  but  Trag^a  say^'^ 

Tra.  And  I  say  still — 

Peq.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool  !  It  was  all  through 
your  ridiculous  fancies  that  I — but,  no  matter — my  dear  son, 
my  friend,  the  Governor,  consents  to  your  being  his  «on-in- 
lau!.  Out  little  misunderstanding  is  explained  away.  I'm 
the  happiest  fellow  in  all  Spain !  Who's  got  any  petitions  ? 
Who  wants  anything  in  the  world  ?  Can  I  do  anyuhing  for 
anybody  here  ?  Now's  your  time— I'm  in  the  beat  of  all 
possible  humours.  (To  the  Audience.)  Are  you? — I  hope 
you  are.  Be  generoos,  like  me,  and  foigive  the  past  fbUies 
of  "  my  friend,  the  Governor." 

FINALE.     i"IbtTia,Af  TnmpttianSimiulag."-) 

Tfae  tonnmti  of  jealoiu;  ended, 

Siupicion  lor  grer  at  rest. 
That  our  pctroni  we  bate  not  offtnded. 
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SLEDGEDRIVER. 


ACT    L— SCENE    I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Howe  of  Count  Soltikof,  <U  Peters- 
burg;  table^  with  writing  nuUeriaUf  looking-glass,  ^c. 

Enter  Fcedora  amd  Alext. 

F(ED.  Dear,  dear,  this  jeweller  will  never  come.  There's 
my  lady,  all  ready  dressed,  and  waiting  with,  for  her,  great 
patience,  for  her  new  ornaments.  She  would  make  me  dress 
her  so  soon  for  the  ball,  on  purpose  to  try  the  effect  of  these 
jewels,  and  now  they  are  not  here.  I  wouldn't  be  the  jewel- 
ler for  a  trifle,  if  he  does  not  come  soon.  Oh  !  here  he  is ! 
No !  it's  that  troublesome  little  man  of  the  grand  duke's, 
Alexy. 

Enter  Albxy. 

Well,  what  has  brought  you  here  ? 

Albxy.  I  am  come  with  a  message,  sweet  Foidora !  fiforo 
my  master,  the  Grand  Duke  Alexander,  to  your  noble  lady, 
the  Countess  Calhanne  Soltikof. 

B 
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FcBD.  A  pretty  mesBenger  hla  hif^en  has  diosen,  tnafy  t 
What  a  fanny  little  thing  you  are  fi»r  a  man!  ha»  ha,  ha ! 

Albxt.  Don't  laugh  at  me,  pretty  Foedora ! — ^it  hurts  my 
feelings  to  be  lacked  at  by  you ! — I  can't  bear  it !  Hdt,  dh, 
gentle  Foedora !  you  don't  know  how  much  I  lore  yoa. 

F(ED.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Vou  are  very  good,  but  pray  dcm't 
give  youxaelf  Ae  trouble  to  do  that 

Alexy.  Trouble!  sweet  Foedora !  ifs  notrooMe!  Oh, 
yesy  but  it  is  a  trouble,  too ;  for  you  can't  think,  piecioiia 
Foedora !  how  it  worries  me ! 

FcED.  Oh,  nonsense  !  don't  think  any  more  about  it— pot 
it  quite  out  of  your  poor  little  head,  for  it's  impossible  that  I 
can  ever — 

Alexy.  Impossible!  lovely  Foedora!  why  is  it  impoasi- 
ble  ?  Haven't  I  the  honour  of  being  chief  attendaiit  to  his 
highness,  the  Grand  Duke  Alexander,  son  of  the  great 
autocrat,  Paul  the  First,  and  heir  apparent  to  the  crown  of 
Russia? 

FcED.  (Impatiently.)  Ah,  I  know  all  that  Alexy,  as  well  as 
you  can  tell  me — 

Alexy.  Don't  interrupt  me,  gentle  Foedora  !  but  let  me 
tell  you  how  very  advantageous  to  you  a  union  with  me  would 
be,  in  every  respect.  I  am,  as  you  know,  sweet  Foedora, 
reUher  a  favourite  with  his  highness — that  sha'n't  go  for  no- 
thing. Then,  in  person,  dear  Foedora,  I  am  not  a  man  for 
any  girl  to  turn  up  her  nose  at,  and,  in  manners,  gentle  as  a 
lamb — know  how  to  submit — how  to  endiu*e  all  things,  for  I 
have  served  in  the  army,  under  the  great  autocrat,  Paul  the 
First,  and  ikat  sha'n't  go  for  nothing !  charming  Foedora  ! 

F(EO.  That  may  be  all  very  true ;  but  I  am  not  going  to 
try  you,  I  can  tell  you ;  so  you  had  better  hold  your  tongue 
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upon  the  salgect  altogether,  and  not  tease  me  any  more 
about  it. 

Albxt.  Ah !  I  guess  how  it  is — blind  Fcedora ! — ^yoa  prefer 
Ivan — Ivan,  the  sledge -driver  1 

F(ED.  Welly  I  confess  it — I  doi 

Albxt.  Foolish  Foedora!  to  give  your  affections  to  a 
common  fellow  like  that,  instead  of  placing  them  upon  one 
who  has  the  honour  to  be — 

F<ED.  High  in  favour  at  court,  I  know — ^you  have  told  me 
often  enough,  I'm  sure,  to  make  me  remember  it ;  but,  do 
you  know,  that's  one  of  the  many  reasons  for  my  not  pre- 
ferring you — I  (looking  oautunuly  about  her)  hate  your  cour- 
tiers. Ivan — desur,  rough,  honest  Ivan — is  above  anything 
of  the  sort ;  he  has  never  served  in  the  army — ^he  isn't  a  sub- 
missive obedient  creature,  and  that* s  the  reason  I  love 
him. 

Albxt.  But  it  will  not  last^^miel  Foedora ! 

F(ED.  But,  I  tell  you  it  will,  sir — it  shall ! 

Albxt.  Mad  Foedora! 

F(ED.  Well,  well — ^but  what  hag  this  to  do  with  the 
message  you  had  from  the  Grand  Duke  to  the  Countess 
Catharine  ? 

Albxt.  Nothing !  — at  least,  not  much,  sweet  Foedora ; 
but  coming  from  his  highness,  on  an  errand  to  his  love,  put 
me  in  mind  of  my  own,  dear  Foedora  1 

FosD.  (Impatiently.)  The  message — the  message ! 

Albxt.  Well,  then,  the  Grand  Duke  desires  you  will  in- 
form the  Lady  Catharine  that  it  is  his  august  intention  to 
pay  his  respecto  to  her  before  his  Highness  goes  to  the  baU 
fit  the  palace,  this  evening ;  and,  sweet  Foedora !  during  the 
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bally  whore  my  hmmediate  praeenM  wiU  not  be  neoenwy ^  H 

is  my  intention  to  throw  myself  at  your  feet. 
F<EQ.  Yott  had  better  throw  yomelf  into  Hie  lirvl — ^I 

shall  be  busy-^I  wont  have  yon ! 

Alexy.  Yon  are  to  blame,  lovely  Fcnlora ! 

FiBD.  I  don't  think  so;— and  I  desire  you  vfll  not 
come! 

Alexy.  Well,  dear  Foedora!  beitso;  aal  toldyoo^I  oao 
submit.  Bnt  some  day-<--^h,F<Bdom  I -^yoawiU  repent  toviDg 
preferred  a  sledge-driver  to  your  devoted  serrant,  Aleiy 
Ratsikof.    Heavtm  preserve  y ou-^-angelie  Fcsdora  1 

(£M.) 

Foso.  Did  ever  anybody  hear  such  impertinence  P--*-to  sneer 
at  my  dear  Ivan !  Notwithstanding  his  rough  dress-^his 
rougher  manners,  and  his  poverty,  he  is  worth  a  doaen  of 
these  fine  gentlemen ;  at  the  same  time,  I  really  do  believe 
Alexy  is  very  fond  of  me,  and  it's  rather  a  shame  to  laugh  at 
him,  as  I  do,  for  it*s  very  pleasant  to  be  loved,  and  have  pretty 
things  said  to  one,  by  anf^  body,  if  it's  ever  such  a  little  maa — 
but,  bless  me,  Vm  forgetting  his  Highness's  message  to  the 
Lady  Catharine.  I  must  go  and  deliver  it,  for  there  is  no 
time  to  lose. 

(Is  going  off,  and  w  tnei  by  Count  S.  and  the  CHAMBBRliAiN  ; 
make*  way  for  them,  and  cttrteeye.) 

Count.  S.  Foedora !  inform  my  daughter  I  would  apeak 
with  her.  Ineiantly  I  must  see  her— I  have  a  communica- 
tion for  her  fix>m  the  Elmperor. 

F(ED.  Yes,  my  lord.  {Aeide,)  From  the  Elmperor!  it 
seems  there's  more  than  one  of  the  imperial  family  sends 
messages  to  my  Lady.  {B^U,) 
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Count  S.  Yes,  my  dear  firieDcl,  this  very  morning  my 
august  master  himself  sent  for  me,  and  these  were  his  very 
words: — ^*< Count  Soltikof!  your  daughter's  marriage  with 
the  Duke  MClller  is  retarded  much  too  long — it  does  not 
please  me.'' — Great  Emperor ! — **See  that  it  takes  place  in 
the  coarse  of  eight  days,  at  the  latest.  Bear  in  mind  that 
iMich  is  my  wish — take  care  that  I  don't  have  to  command  it  V^ 
Magnanimous  autocrat ! 

Chamb.  And  what  was  your  answer.  Count ! 

Count  S.  My  answer !  can't  you  guess  it?  It  was  very 
simple,  and  much  to  the  purpose ! — **  The  wiA  of  your  Ma- 
jesty shall  instantly  be  complied  with ;  your  servant's  greatest 
happiness  consists  in  obeying  his  gradons  master." 

Chamb.  But  your  daughter  ? 

Count  S.  My  daughter!  yes — I  know  what  you  mean — 
and  I  am  afraid  I  shall  have  some  little  trouble  with  her — 
for  she  has  already  tossed  up  her  head  about  the  Duke ; 
but  when  she  is  informed  that  it  is  the  Czar's  utmA,  I  feel 
convinced  she  will  immediately  accede. 

Chamb.  She  had  better,  my  dear  Count.  The  Emperor, 
as  I  think  you  must  know,  has  no  respect  to  persons — ali 
must  obey. 

Count  S.  But,  my  good  Count,  every  body — ^that  is,  every 
body  who  value  their  own  comfort  in  the  least,  ought  to 
make  themselves  acquainted  with  all  his  imperial  highnesses 
wishes f  and  obey  them  to  the  letter — Vm  sure  /would.  Ah ! 
here  comes  my  daughter ! 

Chamb.  ITien  I  will  retire.  I  trust  you  will  find  her 
willing  to  obey  them  to  the  letter.     (Aside.)  But  I  doubt  it. 

(They  retire  up  the  stage.) 

(Exit  Chamberlain.) 
B  2 
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MhUer  CATBABOm. 

Cath.  Oh !  there  you  are,  air !  do  yoa  know  I  am  ia  • 

great  rage? 

Count  S.  Tn  a  great  rage,  my  dear  difld! — ^vhat  about  ? 

Cath.  Can  yon  imagine  anything  more  provMng  ?  that 
stupid  jeweller  has  not  sent  home  the  pretty  omamanti  I 
ordered  for  the  ball  to-nig^t,  and  here  am  I  dreawd  and 
waiting  for  them  ibr  this  hoor. 

Count  S.  Bat,  my  love,  there  is  time  enoogfa— Jiell  aend 
them  preeentlyy  depend  on  it.  Come  here  !  I  hare  aome- 
thing  of  great  importance  to  talk  to  you  about.  Cotint 
Terskey,  the  Chamberlain — 

Cath.  Pray^  pray,  sir,  don't  talk  to  me  about  Counts  and 
Chamberlains,  when  you  see  what  trouble  I*m  in. 

Count  S.  But,  my  dear  child ! — 

Cath.  But,  my  dear  sir,  I  only  ask  you  this — is  it  possible 
I  can  go  to  another  ball  at  court  in  the  same  ornaments  I 
wore  at  the  last?  To  night,  too,  when  all  the  ladies  invited 
are  trying  to  out- vie  each  other  in  dress  and  jewels !  Would 
you  have  me  patient  when  there  is  a  chance  of  my  being 
outshone  by  half  the  women  in  Petersburg.  Me!  the 
daughter  of  Count  Soltikof— (a«yy — and,  perhaps,  their  fu- 
ture Empress !     (Aloud,)  It's  not  to  be  borne ! 

Count  S,  Well,  my  dear  Catharine,  we  had  better  send  to 
the  man.  {Atide.)  I  sha'n't  get  her  to  hear  a  word  without 
she  is  pacified  on  this  point. 

Enter  Fcedora,  with  a  auket. 

FcEO.  The  jeweller,  my  lady  ! 

Cath.  Ah  1  ah  !  at  last !  give  it  me ;  how  slow  you  are  ! 
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quick !  quick !-^h !  they  are  beautiful!  look,  p^pa! — (To 
FcBDORA.)  There,  you  may  go !  (Exit  Fcedora.)  Now, 
then,  I'm  better ! 

Count  S.  Then  now,  my  love,  I  hope  you  are  going  to 
attend  to  me. 

Cath.  (Looking  ai  (hejewelt,  deUghted.)  With  the  greatest 
pleasure,  papa. 

Count  S.  I  have,  you  know,  my  love,  spoken  to  you  be- 
fore about  that  charming  person,  the  Count  Mfdler,  as  a 
fitting  husband  for  you.  A  man  whose  birth  is  equal  to 
your  own — ^whose  talents  are— - 

Cath.  (Admiring  herjeweli.)  Brilliant,  indeed  ! 

Count  S.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  acknowledge  it !  In  per- 
son he  is — 

Cath.  Perfectly  beautiful ! 

Count  S.  Nay,  there  you  flatter  him !  not  beautiful — 
but  he  is  very  good-looking,  and  his  character — 

Cath.  Stay — I  do  believe  there's  a  flaw  in  that ! — 

Count  S.  Eh !  how ! — a  flaw  in  his  character !  Why, 
Catharine— 

Cath.  O  dear,  dear ! — I  beg  pardon — I  was  thinking  only 
of  my  diamonds,  and  you  were  saying  something  about 
Count  MtUler,  I  believe.  A  very  good  match,  no  doubt,  for 
Mme  person — ^but  I  don't  love  the  Count. 

Count  S.  Love  him  !  Well,  but  the  Count  is  a  very 
good  man.    You  can — ^you  do  respect— esteem  him. 

Cath.  (Turning  tkarpfy  round.)  But  I  wont  marry 
him ! 

Count  S.  Oh,  my  Catharine !  my  child !  don't  say  so— it 
16  the  particular  with  of  the  august  emperor ;  he  has  re- 


quested  die  marriage  may  be  aolemitized  within  eight  i 
from  this  tiuie. 

ClTB.  Has  he  ?     Then  I  refuse. 

CoDMT  S,  Cathtuine,  yau  frighten  me ;  you  don't  know  the  I 
consequences  of  your  refusal.     You   forget  you  have   the  ] 
happineea  of  hving  in  the  reign  of  Paul  I. ;  do  you  know 
ask  who  and  KhtU  he 

Cath.  "Emperor  of  all  the  Ruseiana;"  and  pray  let  t 
ask  yoo,  eot,  if  you  know  who  the  grand  duke  if 

Count  S,   Of  course  I  do ;  the  setoud  person 
dam — the  august  son  of  our  august  master. 

Catb.  Well,  then,  the  second  person  in  the  kingdom,  Uie^ 
august  son  of  our  august  master,  has  requested  me  not  to 
consent  to  this  marriage.     He  loves  me — he  has  told  roe  ao 
—he,  the  eon  of  the  czar,  indifferent  to  all  the  ladies  of  the 
court,  to  me  has  paid  homage. 

Count  S.  But,  Catharine,  the  huid  of  the  Grand  Duke 
Alexander  is  promised,  by  the  emperor,  to  a  princess  of  the 
house  of  Austria. 

Cath.  But  the  Grand  Duke  Alexander  will  refuse  the 
alliance. 

Count  H.  He'll  never  be  so  mad.  The  ambassador  from 
Vienna  is  here — is  goin^  to  the  ball  to-night  in  the  hc^  of 
getting  a  favourable  answer  from  the  grand  duke.  Of 
course  he  will  accept  the  proposals. 

Cath.  We  shall  see. 

Count  S.  The  emperor  suspects  your  attachment,  and,  for 
that  very  reason,  has  ordered  yonr  immediate  marriage. 

Cath.  Ah !  ah !  the  great  emperor  /ean  me,  does  he  ? 

CodmtS.  Idon'tknow  whether  he  ^r/you  or  not,  but  he 
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has  a  very  peculiar  way  of  making  people  obey  him ;  there- 
fore, my  love,  you  had  better,  for  your  own  sake,  for  all  pur 
sakes,  fear  Aim,  and  make  up  your  mind  to  obey  him  in- 
Mtantly,  or  the  consquences— oh !  I  tremble  to  think  of  them. 

Cath.  Liov'd  as  I  am  by  the  grand  duke,  is  it  likely^  is 
it  natural  that  I  will  condescend  to  marry  the  Count 
Mailer?    Impossible! 

Count  S.  (Atide.)  What's  to  be  done  ?  What's  to  be 
done  ?  My  brain  is  in  a  whirl !  I  will  go  to  my  friend. 
Count  Terskey,  and  hear  what  he  says  about  it ;  he,  perhaps, 
can  advise  me.  (Aloud,)  My  love!  I  leave  you  for 
a  while ;  reflect  upon  what  I  have  said  to  you,  and,  above 
all,  upon  the  czar's  wuhet;  and,  on  my  return,  let  me  find 
you  ready  to  accede  to  them.  If  she  does  not — oh  dear ! 
oh  dear !  {Exit.) 

Cath.  Marry  the  Count  MQller  when  the  Grand  Duke 
Alexander  is  at  my  feet !  the  throne  of  Russia  in  perspec- 
tive— my  greatest  ambition  on  the  point  of  being  gratified ! 
Mad,  indeed,  I  should  be  to  condescend  to  unite  myself 
with  a  German  count !  My  father  talks  about  impo9iiMUi€» 
— what  are  they  ?  The  great  Peter  married  a  humbler 
Catharine  than  I  am ;  my  father's  fears  make  him  talk  thus. 
The  czar  will  not,  dare  not,  commit  any  outrage  upon  his 
son,  the  idol  of  the  people ;  and  me,  a  woman,  he  «irely 
— and  yet  my  heart  misgives  me,  in  spite  of  myself.  Win 
the  duke  be  firm?  Is  his  love  for  me  strong  enough  to 
make  him  so  ? 

Enter  Fcedora. 

F(ED.  His  imperial  highness,  the  Grand  Duke  Alexander. 
Cath.  Now  to  the  proof. 
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Enlei-  the  Grand  Duke. 

DCKB.  CathariDe,  dearest  CalliariDe  ! 

Catd.  To  what,  my  lord,  am  1  to  attribute  the  honour  of  I 
this  visit  ?     Scandal,  i  fear,  will  be  busy  on  the  subject. 

OcKE.  You  shall  set  it  at  deliane,  dearest.  I  have  come  J 
here  from  tie  other  end  of  the  palace,  tlirorigh  the  whole  I 
suite  of  aportnienta,  which  are  now  thronged  with  people-  I 
preparing  for  the  ball,  on  purpose  to  let  them  see  when.  I 
my  devotion  lies;  but,  sweet  Catharine!  relieve  my  anxiety  I 
on  the  subject  of  Count  MfiUer;  what  answer  have  yon  ] 
given? 

CflTH.  My  lord — I — my  father  and  the  chamberlain— 

Enter  Covnt  Soltikof  anrfCorNT  Tebskev.  The  Grand 
DuKB^ei  to  Ike  back  of  the  stage. 

Count  S.  Catharine,  roy  love,  I  have  been  thinking  over 
our  late  coDverBation ;  and  one  great  point  is,  that  Paul 
now  reigns,  yon  see,  and  that  the  grand  duke — 

Albxamder.  (Adwmcing.)  Will  reign  after  him. 

Count  S.  What  do  I  see? 

Count  T.  Your  eicellency  here  ? 

Count  S.  Your  higbness's  visit  does  me  too  much  ho- 
nour.    (.4ttefe.)  Whet  will  the  raar  say  ? 

Okand  D,  I  came,  count,  to  pay  my  respects  to  your 
lovely  daughter,  and  to  assure  you  of  my  high  regard  for 
you,  and  that  you  may  always  depend  upon  my  influence 
and  support. 

Count  S.  (u4w(fc.)  Would  he  were  now  the  czar! 

Cath.  Your  highness  would  scarcely  believe  that  richea 
or  honour  are  as  dross  in  the  eyes  of  Count  Soltikof^  com- 
pared with  the  happiness  of  his  daughter. 
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Grand  D.  What  mean  you,  Catharine? 

Cath.  Yoor  highness  was  asking  me  but  now,  whether  I 
had  consented  to  become  the  bride  of  Count  MMler  ? 

Grand  D.  Well  ? 

Cath.  Think  you  I  would  refuse  so  advantageous  an 
offer? 

Grand  D.  How,  Catharine !     For  pity's  sake  tell  me — 

Cath.  That,  it  being  my  fiekther's  and  the  czar's  express 
desire,  and,  feeling  that  I  ought  to  forget  a  paasion  long 
cherished  here,  but  one  calculated  to  injure  the  object  of  it^ 
I  do  consent  to  become  the  bride  of  Count  Moller.  {Anxunuly 
watckiny  the  duke.) 

Count  S.  to  Count  T.  I'm  all  astonishment ! 

Grand  D»  No,  Catharine,  no ;  this  can  never  be !  after 
that  sweet  confession,  never!  (Turning  to  Count  S.) 
Count  Soltikof,  sit  down  and  write  to  the  czar;  tell  him 
you  refuse  to  give  your  daughter  to  Count  Mtlller. 

Count  S.  My  lord!  /write  to  the  czar? 

Grand  D.  Yes,  as  I  shall  dictate. 

Counts.  What,  your  highness! — that  I  refuse — refuse 
to  comply  with  the  tmjAef  of  Paul  I.  ?  Oh  dear !  and 
the  ambassador,  your  highness,  from  Vienna^— think  of 
that ! 

Grand  D.  I  do,  and  will  answer  him  myself;  but  to  save 
time,  suppose  %^u,  my  lord, — (turning  to  Count.  T.) — be 
my  secretary  upon  this  occasion ;  I  can  then  dictate  both 
letters  at  once;  it  will  save  time.  {Covst  T,  bowsy  and 
seats  himself  ai  tabie,  prepared  to  write,)  Now,  my  lord, 
will  you  oblige  me  ?    (To  Count  S.) 

Cath.  (to  Count  S.)  The  grand  duke  will  reign  some  day. 

(Count  S.  seats  himse^  ai  other  table,) 
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Oband  D,  ((o  Catb.)  Assured  of  your  love,  I'll  brave  i 
taty  of  the 

Cath,  (^MtJe.)  Ue'smiiiDl  he' a  mine ! 

Ghan'd  D.  Now,  niy  lords,  are  you  ready? 

Count  S.  Oh  !  yes,  jour  highness,  if  I  must — 

GiAKD  D.  {dictaiing  to  Count  S.)  "  Sire,  there  ia  but  ooa  J 
tfyng  iu  the  wtwld  that  could  give  me  more  real  pain  than  I 
displsaaiiig  your  majes^',  and  that  ia,  sacrificing  the  bappt- 1 
neK  of  my  child."  {Turning  to  Count  T.)  "  Your  Ex-  I 
mllSDcy,— 1  think  it  my  duty  to  inform  your  excelleoc^,  f 
th&t  the  miasioD  with  which  you  are  entrusted  from  your  J 
court  to  the  court  of  Russia  cannot  possibly  succeed."  (Corsr 
S.  repeating  "  of  wcy  child.")  "  Her  maniage  iritb  Ct^t 
MUler  would  make  hec  vretched.  I  trust  your  mi^ast;  will 
excuao  ne  whan  I  say  I  must  olgect  to  entail  miaery  on  my 
beloved  daughter,  and  to  believe  that  I  am  moat  iinbi4q)y 
myself  in  Dot  being  able  to  comply  with  your  m^ea^'s 
wishes." 

Count  T.  "  Cannot  possibly  sncceed." 

O&AND  D,  {To  Count  T.)  "  I  have  determined  not  to 
ally  myKlf  with  any  reignii^  bmily.  Therefore  you  see 
BOthing  in  my  refosal,  but  a  determination  to  chooae  a  bride 
from  among  my  father's  subjects." 

Conf*r  8.  "  Majesty's  wi^iea." 

Gbanu  D.  Now,  then,  your  signature. 

CogbtS.  (jinde.)  My  dgnature?  1  shall  tremUe  so, 
he'll  axmx  be  able  to  make  it  out. 

CotniT  T.  I  have  written  that  your  higbuea»— 

Grand  D.  Then  1  will  aign  it.  {Qoet  to  taUt,  ami  s^m.) 
And  Miw,  toy  Lord,  (to  Count  T.)  I  depute  yoo  to  deliver 
tlna  letter  to  the  ambassador. 
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ATB.  (htlerrupliny  bim.)  Will  yoai  Lighneaa  allow  m; 
to  take  (-barge  of  it?     1  will  be  rure  his  excellency  bu  it. 

Ora.vd  O.  So  bo  it,  fair  lady  ;  and  /  will  take  charge  of 
yours  to  tlie  Czar.  (To  Col'xt  8.)  And  now,  sweet  Catha- 
fiae,  farewell  for  the  present — in  the  ball-room  we  shall 
■hortly  meet  again.  (^Ejrit.) 

CoUKT  S.  Here's  a  pretty  busiuMB,  tmly.  We  ore  rained 
and  UDdooe.  What  will  the  Czar  aay  ?  What  will  the  Cmt 
*>/ 

CjITU.  Oh,  never  fear,  air.  He  may  alter  his  mind,  and 
•gree  to  this  marriage — who  knows  ? 

('ot.NT  8.  Alter  his  mind  ?  Yes,  he  does  do  that,  nobody 
■a  deny.  He  wallcs  about  with  order  in  one  hand — 
'  ooonler-order  in  the  other — and  dis-order  in  his  head  ;  but, 
bush  !  (Looking  ahmit  him.)  Great  autocrat!  magnanimoui* 
emperor  !     Come,  couut.         (Eremtl  the  Coustb  8,  and  T.) 

Catb.  I>elightiul !  J  am  the  happiest  of  women !  Foedom ' 
Fcedora! 

Bnier  FamoBA. 

F(ED.  Here,  my  lady. 

Cath.  Take  thia  letter,  and  be  turt — but,  no  !  a  thought 
•trikee  me.  What,  if  1  give  it  the  ambaasador  myself  during 
the  ball,  and  while  I  am  dancing  with  the  (jrand  Duke' 
That  will  be  a  triumph  indeed — I'll  do  it.  No,  Foedora, 
never  mind  the  letter. 

FfEU.  (AjAU.)  She  seems  in  a  mighty  good  temper.  I'll 
venture  to  Hpeak  to  ber  about  my  poor,  dear  Ivan,  (^Aloud.i 
If  you  please,  my  lady,  do  you  remember  Ivan  ? 

Catr.  Ivan,  cliild? — what  Ivan  ? 

F<ED.  My  U-au,  my  lady  !  JVy  Ivan,  that  you  promised 
to  see  thia  e 
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Cath.    Oh,   I  remember — the    handsome    eledge-driver,  J 

who  hag  tamed  your  brain  of  late?     I  am  quite  curiouG  to  \ 

•  see  him ;  boades,  I  am  anxioua  to  find  out  if  he  is  worthy  d  \ 

you.     Is  be  here,  in  the  palace  ? 

FcKD.  He  is,  my  lady. 

Cath.  I^et  hira  come  in,  theo.     (^Exit  F(Edoba.J     Poor 
girl,  I've  ft  fillow  feeling  for  her !    I  hope  this  man  will  be  • 
gentle  ud  kind  to  her,  and  that  she  will  be  aa  happy  ns  I 
shaUbe! 

BnUr  FiEDOBA,  bringing  in  I  VAN. 

FiED.  Come  along,  dear  Ivan.     Come,  don't  be  afraid. 

Ivan.  Afraid?  When  did  you  ever  see  Ivan  Daniloff 
afraid? 

Cath.  How  d'ye  do,  friend?  So,  I  understand  you  h>ve 
Foedora! 

Ivan.  Why,  as  I  mean  to  marry  her  without  a  ruble,  I 
should  think  I  do  love  her ! 

Cath.  But  you  shall  not  marry  her  without  a  ruble ;  iar 
I  intend  to  give  her  a  marriage  portion  myself! 

F(ED.  Oh,  my  dear  lady,  how  good  you  are. 

Ivan.  Do  you  think  so  ?     Now,  I  don't ! 

F<ED.  Ivan! 

Cath.  How's  this? — do  you  object  to  the  gift? 

Ivan.  Why  I  love  her  as  she  is— poor  and  honest;  be-. 
sides,  I  always  think  it's  best  not  to  be  under  obligatioas  to 
nuybody • 

Cath.  You've  a  very  independent  spirit,  friend.  Pnty 
how  do  you  mean  to  Uve  ?  What  have  yoa  to  enable  you 
to  support  her  P 

Ivan,  Why,  my  8ledg»— my  two  good  horses — my  losty 
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amw  '  and  a  heart  brimful  of  love !    What  more  can  any 
reaaonable  being  want  ? 

Cath.  That's  all  veiy  well,  my  good  man ;  but,  with 
my  patronage,  you  might  one  day  rise  to  be  coachman  to 
the  Grand  Duke ! 

Itan.  I  dare  say  you  mean  to  be  very  kind;  but  I 
wouldn't  accept  the  place! 

Cath.  How? 

Ivan.  No  ;  I  would  not.  I'm  a  poor  devil ;  but  I'm  a 
proud  one !  I  was  bom  a  slave ;  but,  now,  I'm  a  free  man ! 
At  fifteen  I  was  a  soklier,  and  was  lucky  enough  to  save  my 
officer's  life.  He  it  was  who  gave  me  freedom ! — my  sledge, 
my  horses.  I  am  free  as  the  air,  and  happy  as  the  birds.  I 
earn  my  living  honestly,  and  I  don't  envy  the  emperor  on 
his  throne.  I  leave  you  to  judge,  then,  what  the  poor 
eledge-driver  would  get  by  the  change. 

Cath.  But  suppose  your  bride  should  prefer  that  way  of 
life,  of  course  you— 

Ivan.  My  bride  knows  better  than  to  have  any  other  will 
than  mine,  I  1k^. 

Cath.  Indeed !     (Atide.)    What  a  wretch ! 

Ivan.  Foedora  knows  me — she  knows  that  I  love  her — 
and  she  knows  my  way  of  behaving  myself  to  females — 
civil,  if  they  conduct  themselves  properiy ;  if  not,  why  per- 
haps a  little  boisterous. 

Cath.  (Atide.)  The  man's  a  perfect  brute!  {Aloud,) 
Foedora !  Foedora,  I  say !  I  insist  on  it,  you  do  not  marry 
that  man !     You  may  as  well  have  a  bear  for  a  husband ! 

Ivan.  What's  that  you  say,  ma'am  ? 

Cath.  SOence,  sir! — ^it  was  to  her  I  gave  my  orders,  and 
I  will  be  obeyed. 

(Ivan  u  aboui  to  tpeak;  Fcbooba  iakoi  him  Mide.) 
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Enter  Count  Soltikof. 

CocVC  8.  Catharine,  it  is  time  for  you  to  enter  the  baJl- 
.fooin.orhidaugiiat  majesty  will  be  there  before  us, 

Cath.  Ilm  ready,  sir.  (7oF(EDOHA.>  Let  (liifl  man 
leave  ibff-^\ttce  inslantSy ;  and,  on  no  pretence  whatever, 
enter  it  Bffib  1  (^Ej-U  Count  S.  and  CATHAKturs.) 

F<BO.  Oh,  Ivan,  Ivan  ! — how  could  you  talk  ao  to  mjr 
lady?  , It-Wad  veiy  wrong  of  you,  indeed;  and  I'm  very 
angry. with  jou,  sir. 

It  AN.  Why,  Fifdora,  you  are  as  mad  a3  your  murtren; 
I  know  well  enou^  how  to  ctKiduct  myflelf;  ud  iriiaf a 
more,  madam,  I  know  how  to  make  others  condiiet  tbem- 
selveeaJM. 

F<En.  Indeed,  air !  I  really  believe  my  lady  was  quite 
right ;  and  1  had  better  have  nothing  to  say  to  you.  So 
you  may  leave  roe,  sir. 

Ivan.  Not  a  bit  of  it !  At  all  evenU  not  till  1  have  UM 
you  what  I've  got  to  say.  I  don't  choose  that  this  gnat 
lady  should  give  yon  a  marriafe  portion.  Money  grveii  by 
the  rich  to  the  poor  often  cotit  the  poor  man  too  dear.  He 
can't  cjbrd  to  accept  it.  For  the  little  gold  they  hee^eady 
throw  yon,  they  expect  to  have  a  ri§^t  to  do  what  tfa^  like 
widi  yon — to  command,  and  you  must  obey !  Ko,  no '  that 
,  wont  do  for  me.  I'll  neither  have  her  gold  nor  her  place  at 
court !  My  hones — my  poor,  dear  horses— to  think  I  would 
forsake  them !  Never,  never ! — I  couldn't  bear  it.  I  can't 
bear  to  think  of  it  even.  Those  animals  are  dear  to  me  as 
my  life ! 

F(BD.  Very  well,  sir;  if  you  ai«  ao  much  in  love  with 
your  horses,  you  had  &r  better  go  to  them,  I  think.  I'm 
sure  I  dull  be  moob  more  oomftrlable  without  yon. 
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Ivft  V.  Halloo,  Feedora  !  is  that  the  way  you  ore  guing  to 
(oik  to  me?  Oh  !  yes,  I'll  go  ;  certainly,  I'll  go,  as  fust  as  I 
«aii ;  (tUiempli  to  go,  and  Fetumn,)  you  eha'ti't  tell  me  to  yu 
twice.  I'll  go — I'll  go. — (LMoht  nt  her  all  the  time:  the  tukts 
«u  notiee  of  him.)  Well,  this  serves  me  right,  for  loving  ilie 
waiting- maid  of  a  great  lady;  quite  right — fool  that  t  wu4,  I 
ought  to  have  known  that  you  were  sure  to  be  as  proud,  iw 
smbitiouB,  and  ad  headstrong  as  herself. 

F<ED,  Just  so,  sir,  and  I  am  happy  to  hear  that  you  think 
me  in  any  way  like  the  ioeely  Lady  Caihari;ie   -Holiikol*. 
'   (^jitida.)   I'll  go  and  marry  Alexy,  directly. 

IvAv.  Are  you?  well  then,  I'll  just  tell  you  this — that  i( 
I  your  lovely  lady,  aa  you  call  her,  was  ten  times  what  nbe  i.<, 
r  wouldn't  have  her  for  a  wife, 
FiED.  (BeginMing  to  cry.)    Go  away,  do,  sir,  and  don't 
I  Maud  there,  teasing  me  in  that  manner. 

IvAV.  (./itide.)  Crying !  oh,  I  can't  stand  that  though 
I  ^jlli'ud.)  I  did  not  mean  you,  Fcedora — I  was  talking  i>( 
I  jfour  mistress.  I  was  only  a/raid  you  would  be  like  her ; 
I  but  yuu  are  a  good  girl,  and  I'm  sure,  in  your  heart,  you  Me 
I  Mining,  at  this  moment,  "  I  was  wrong,  very  wrong,  to  treat 
L  poor  dear  Ivan  ao  unkindly  i  be  is  hot  and  obstinate,  per- 
I  iMpf,  and  says  sonietimcs  a  few  roogh  things  in  a  ro'iglt 
lauuiner — but  then  he  does  not  always  mean  what  he  say^i  -. 
i  a  good  fellow,  after  all,  and  1  am  quite  sure  he  would 
)o,  or  say,  anything  to  distress  me  for  the  world."  Isn't 
■  it  so,  F<£dora?— ^loesn't  your  heart  say  that  ? 
FiEii.  (SMiny.)  Perhups  it  does. 
Iv.\s.  Well,  well — tliere,  say   no  more  about  it — we  all 

ur  Utile  tailings,  you  know  ;  you  among  the  resL 
Fi£D.  I  know  it. 

c  i 
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Ivan.  Then  we  mast  bearwidi  oae  anotfier)  and  neVer, 
never— (>ltifc,)  I  don't  know  what  I'm  njing;  lier  tMote 
have  made  a  fi>ol  of  me.  (Jthmd.)  W^  FcBdon,  as  I  was 
saying,  I  shaU  make  an  exeeHent  had)aiid— and  i^  bj 
chance,  you  shoold— (>IWIflb,)  I  muBt  mind  ^lat  I'm  aboat, 
though,  or  I  shall  set  her  off  again.  (Abmd  io  her.)  Foedot^ 
I  hate  to  see  a  woman  cry. 

FcBD.  Well,  then,  come  and  kiss  me,  do ! 

Ivan.  That  I  will,  with  all  my  heare--and  to  die  bottom 
of  the  Neva  with  all  quarrels.    (JOttet  her.). 

Enter  Albxt,  hurriedly^  at  ike  hadcj  hti  etope  ]im  eeemg^ 

Ivan  fci$nng  Fcedora. 

F(ED.  Do  you  really  love  me,  dear  Ivan,  as  much  as  you 
do  your  horses  ? 

Ivan.  Why,  upon  my  life,  I  think  I  do.  (Kisses  her 
again.) 

Alexy.  (Aside.)  Oh  !  I  can*t  stay  any  longer.  (AlowL) 
Foedora !  oh,  Foedora ! 

F(ED.  What  brings  you  here,  you  disagreeable  little  crea- 
ture you  ?  didn't  I  particularly  order  you  not  to  come  near 
me  to-night  ? 

Ivan.  Oh,  never  mind  him — poor  little  fellow.  (They  re- 
tire up  stage,) 

Alexy.  But,  Fcsdora,  leave  that  horrid — (Ivan  turns 
sharply  round)  that  handsome  sledge-driving  friend  of  yours, 
and  listen  to  me  for  one  moment. 

FoED.  Well,  what  have  you  got  to  say  ? 

Alexy.  I  think,  sweet  Foedora!  that  there  is  something 
amiss  in  the  ball-room. 

F<£D.  Amiss  in  the  ball-room ! — nothing  the  matter  with 
ray  lady,  I  hope  ? 
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Alsxt.  Tenikr  Ftedoim'.  I  Ifaiok  there  i»— fcir  «rUe  I 
raa  tn  waitiag  juM  now  in  the  MtM-room,  1  bevd  •  iiuH 
confusion  in  tlw  boU-ruom,  and  very  phlBlf  hewd  the  Ltiljr 
CBllianiift*e  iianu;  M'renl  tine*. 

1VA>.  Oh,  1  dare  ny  cfae  has  wl  bs  feuben,  or  mw  of 
nr  lioerj-,  od  fire,  that's  all. 

ALExr.  Something  a  the  matter,  1  Icfl  yoa — 1  heaf  bar* 
ried  footatqw  through  the  tooaa.  (Tie  Aara  otf  Hk  irndt  art 
irown  opra;  ratrr  Cathaukr  aad  CoCVf  8otT»or.) 

Catu.  lis  in&moiwt  rfMiiefiil!  bai  TU  bs  ivrenfrnL 

Ivan.  (W*^  f*  FtEDOaa.)  Hh«  doaB*t  aem  in  adTiag 
eondiliun. 

Catb.  (OAmttu^  Um.)  How'*  iIbii,  Pada*>,thaf  hmm 
flIiU  here?  take  him  frmn  aajr  ag^  ia<aiii1j 

Col- NT  8.  Bcfone,  ar— and  bH  of  yvm.    {Cn(  Faso■J^ 

Alext.  (>«m<^-)  So  mndi  for  the  4adga-drirw'  f  JSM, 
tfAwii^  Joon.) 

CoL-NT  S.  Uh  detf !  oh  dear!  mj  cUd,  what  hmm  yon 
done  ?  What  will  be  Iha  oimmqatotB  of  yaw  uofmSmiem> 
We  shall  aU  have  tba  kao«^  t  k«t. 

CATB.  The  Czar  alone  1*  to  Uamc,  Can  I  balp  ii  if  thr 
Grand  Duke  is  iu  love  with  me  ? 

CoL'MT  8.  Perhapa  oat,  Bij  love  tb«t  yoB  (mU  balpgh' - 
jpgthaamhasMHarlbpWttarfaidiawyjFWidhl — iiilhafee 
of  tha  wbola  ooort,  aod  wbOe  yov  wen  daociny  wfth  Ma 
imperial  higfaiwa* ! 

Catii.  I  waa  bail  upon  ao  dojnf. 

Count  S.  1  ctippoae  «o.  Did  yta  at<e  the  emperar'i  kxilr 
after  th«  ambavwdor  bad  handed  huD  the  knar?  Oh,  I 
tremble  lo  think  of  it!  and  then,  lUd  7011  haarwhal  I»e«ld9 
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Cath,  Did  I  bear  what  he  said?  The  worda  are  no* 
bumiug  on  my  heart — "Count,"  said  he,  "conduct  your 
doughier  froai  tlie  ball-room,  and  1  deaire  she  may  never 
appear  at  court  again." — These  were  hia  words,  sir. 

Cocnt  S.  They  were,  indeed — what  a  memory  ahe  ha» 
Cath.  Dismissed  the  presence!  banished  the  court !  tb* 
grand  duke,  instead  of  coming  forward  to  protect  me,  an^ 
claim  me  as  his  affianced  bride  before  the  whole  assembly, 
as  he  promised  mc,  stood  there  Uke  a  carved  image  of 
Deepair  ;  and  you,  sir,  my  father  !  to  stand  by  quietly,  and 
hear  such  indlgniliea  heaped  upon  your  daughter  '.  what  sort 
of  blood  flows  throu^  the  veins  of  men  that  they  can  bear 
it !     Were  /  a  man  I  wouldn't  hear  it  and  live ! 

Count  S.  Hark !  1  hear  footstepa — as  I  live,  it's  the  Czar! 
Its  all  over  with  ua ! 

Cath.  Let  him  come,  air,  he  can't  insult  me  more.  (Tie 
doors  are  ifuvum  open;  enter  CoDNT  Tbrskbv,  onpioimcu^ 
*'The  emperor!") 

Count  S,  Oh,  1  shall  die  on  the  spot. 
Enter  Paul. 
(Count  S.  thmat  hmeelfm  the  emperor' i  feet.)  Magnanimous 
autocrat  1 

Paul.   Rise,  my  lord,  and  retire  with  Count  Terakey. 
Leave  me  alone  with  your  daughter. 
Count  S.  {Imtantly.)  Great  Czar!  you  uhall  be  obeyed. 
Cath.  (Getting  alarmed.')  Sir — father  —  you  are  never 
going  really  to  leave  me  with  him ! 

Count  S.  (  To  her.)  The  mighty  Czar  particularly  widiee 
i^  my  love. 

Paul,  My  lord,  you  heard  what  I  said.  {The  Counts 
SoiffixoF  and  TutsKEr  exU.    Cathaunb  uabmU  to  fiUom: 
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Paul  freteniU  her,  and  leadt  her  back  to  /rani  of  $tage,) 
Hear  me.  Madam  !-*!  have  hitherto  been  most  indulgent 
to  youy  and  have  shut  my  eyes  to  the  impropriety  of  your 
conduct. 

Cath.  Of  my  conduct^  Sire ! 

Paul.  Don't  interrupt  me.  Madam  !  —  I  repeat  it — the 
impropriety  of  your  conduct.  I  can  make  allowance  for  the 
wild  ambitious  dreams  of  giddy,  silly  women ;  if  they  don't 
go  too  far,  I  can  laugh  at  them,  or  punish  them,  as  they 
deserve. 

Cath.  Sire,  the  Grand  Duke-* 

Paul,  I  know — ^has  been  making  love  to  you.  You 
ought  not  to  have  listened  to  him.  Didn't  you  see  the 
distance  which  separated  you  from  the  inherits  of  the  crown 
of  Russia  ? 

Cath.  I  saw  nothing  but  the  love  of  the  man — prince  or 
slave^that  man  was  at  my  feet ;  the  only  distance  which 
separated  us  vanished  as  I  gave  him  my  hand  to  raise  him 
to  my  heart. 

Paul.  Lady  Catharine,  you  forget  yourself.  The  Duke 
Alexander  is  not  free  to  make  a  choice.  The  Austrian 
Ambassador  has  been  insulted  at  my  court ;  he  shall  have 
reparation  (aeide)  before  his  government  have  time  to  de- 
mand it — in  that  case  I  should  refuse — (aloud)  and  that  re- 
paration shall  be  your  immediate  marriage. 

Cath.  My  marriage,  Sire ! 

Paul.  Yes :  this  very  night  it  shall  be  solemnized.  The 
Cpunt  Moller  appears  to  me,  in  every  respect,  a  fitting 
match  for  you  ;  but  1  understand  you  object  to  marry  him. 
Well,  I  don't  insist  upon  it— but  I  do  insist  that  you  make 
your  election  among  the  court.    Point  out  any  one  to  me 
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11  be  firm !     (^loud.)  My  I 

I  the  Firet  may  command'  ( 

u-t  and  bond  of  Catharine  | 

ved  the  Count  Mulier  imp  \ 

0  propose. 


that  you  like — if  they  are  not  rich,  1  will  make  them  so  ;  if 
not  noble,  I  will  confer  honours  on  them — but  let  your 
choice  be  prompt ;  Lady  Catharine  Soltikof,  the  Czar  Paul 
the  First  commands  you — {sAe  starts,  indignantly) — the  Czar, 
Lady  Catharine,  entreats  it  of  yn 

Cath.  (^Aiide).  Indeed  !  thei 
answer  to  the  Czar  ia  this  : — Pau 
his  soldiers  or  his  slaves,  but  the 
Soltikof,  never!    She  will  neitht. 
any  one  else  the  Czar  may  choc 

Paui..  (Fariomly.)  Do  you  mean  to  brave  my  power? 

Cath.  Vou  have  my  answer — nothing  shall  induce  me. 

Paul.  We  shall  see !  What,  ho !  Connt  Terskey !  Count 
Soltikof!— (^fUCT-  the  Counts  T.  atid  S.,  and  tit4endantt.) 
Count,  your  daughter  is  to  be  married  on  the  instant. 

CotJNT  S.  Any  wish  of  yonr  Majesty's  is  my  law. 

Cath,  (Atide  to  Count  S.)  Father,  you  consent ! — what 
will  the  Czar  do  ? 

Paul,  (uAo  hat  been  tpeakijy  to  Count  Tehsket.)  You 
know  the  man  I  mean  ? 

Count  T.  Sire,  I  do ;  he  was  but  now  outside  the  palace 
gates. 

Paul.  Fly,  m,  and  bring  him  hither  instantly. 

(£in*(  Count  T.) 

Count  S.  (To  Catharine.)  What  is  going  to  happen  to 
us?  —  something  dreadful,  Pm  sure,  by  the  look  of  the 
mighty  Emperor,     Oh,  Catharine  l^Catharine  ! 

Paul.  Your  daughter,  Count,  is  a  self-willed  lady.  You 
should  have  taught  her  better,  I  regret  the  whole  court 
ia  not  here  to  witness  her  triumph  over  the  Emperor. 
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Enter  Count  Tbbseet,  bringingin  Ivan. 
Paul,  (To  Ivan  J  What  is  your  name  ? 
IvAM.  Ivan  Daniloff. 
Paul,  How  old  are  you? 
IvAX.  About  thirty,  as  near  as  I  can  guess. 
Paul.  Are  you  married  P 
IvAjt.  No,  not  yet. 
Paul.  Then  you'll  many  this  Lady. 
Cath.  Heavens  !  me  I     Oh  1  never,  never 
IvAS.   Not  I,  indeed — 1  don't  like  her. 
Paul.  Braved  on  ail  sides  !     (To  Count  Terskkv.^   See" 
t.Aat  ihey  are  married  instantly,  and,  before  noon  to-morrow, 
on  their  road  to  Siberia,  or  your  head  shall  answer  for  it, 
(  General  movement ;  CATHARINE  crtft,  "  Mercj-,  mercy," 
nnd/aUt  into  her  father'*  armt.     PICTURE.) 


END    OP    iCT    I. 
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ACT  II.— SCENE  I. 


Another  Ajiarlmeni  tn    the  Palace  at  Petersburg,    f{eganify% 
fitted  vp  ;  doors  leading  into  another  room, 

Aperiodifffive  yeartmust  be  mppoaed  to  have  elapsed  iietieta^U 
IheJirH  and  second  Acta. 
Enter,  from  L.  H.  door,  FcEDORA. 

FcEO.Oh, dear!  oh, dear!  I'mveiytiredi  fijr.lwvii^lwMi 
a  sort  of  a  fine  lady  for  these  Uet  fire  yean  oeariy^  it  putt 
one  out  sadly  to  have  to  buatle  about,  puiposiiig  tbiiigs  for 
other  people  nearly  five  years!  Only  to  think  I  have  been 
Mrs.  Alexy  Rateikoff  so  long,  and  that  it  is  five  years  that 
my  dear  lady  and  poor  Ivan  have  been  in  exile.  When 
they  were  sent  off,  mairied,  I  was  obliged  to  give  up  all 
thoughts  of  Ivan,  so  took  pity  on  Alexy;  and  it's  well  I  did, 
for  I  should  have  been  very  wretched,  all  alone,  as  it  were, 
in  the  world.  Now  I  have  got  somebody  to  care  ior  me, 
and  mind  what  1  say  to  them ; — but  where  in  the  worid  u 
the  man,  I  wonder,  (Coiling.)  Alexy !  Alexy !  1  aay,  why 
don't  you  come  when  I  call,  sir  ? 

Enter  Alexy.  ihwlg. 

AI.EXT.  I'm  coming,  impatient  Fcsdora!  as  fast  as  I  can. 
You  forget  that  the  Grand  Duke  is  now  Emperor  of  all  the 
RuBsias,  and  that  my  duties  are  important  and  heavy. 

F(ED.  Forget  it,  indeed ! — how  can  I  possibly  do  tha^  you 
stupid  little  thii%,  when  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  all 
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Russia  are  shouting  his  name,  and  praying  for  blessings  on  his 
head? 

Alex 7.  Have  you  heard  the  Ukases  he  has  issued,  good 
Foedora  ?' 

F(ED.  Only  the  one  that  concerned  me  most — ^the  recall  of 
all  the  poor  creatures  firom  Siberia. 

Alext.  Well,  listen  then — *'  All  prisoners  of  state  are  set 
at  liberty;  all  societies  and  clubs  permitted." 

FosD.  Well,  I  don't  think  there's  much  good  in  that,  at  all 
events. 

Alext.  {Coaxingly,)  Don't  you,  dear  Foedora!  Well, 
then — "  Every  body  may  dress  as  they  please,  provided  they 
do  not  violate  common  decorum." 

FosD.  Now  that  I  think  very  proper  indeed. 

Alext.  I  thought  you  would,  modest  Foedora ! — "  The 
importation  of  books — " 

Fced.  Well,  well,  I  can't  hear  any  more  about  it  now ; 
but  tell  me,  Alexy,  don't  you  think  I  have  got  every  thing  in 
very  nice  order  here,  considering  Fve  had  so  short  a  time  to 
do  it  in  ?  The  whole  suite  of  apartments  the  Emperor 
has  given  for  Lady  Catharine  and  Ivan  ? 

Alext.  The  Lady  Catharine ! — mistaken,  Foedora !  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Ivan  Daniloff,  you  mean. 

F<ED.  Ah !  I  can't  bear  to  hear  my  Lady  called  by  tha^ 
name,  sir.  It  would  have  been  all  very  well  for  me,  but  for 
her— oh,  dear ! 

Alext.  Foedora! 

F<ED.  Well,  it  can't  be  helped  now.  So  we  must  all 
make  the  best  of  it,  I  suppose. 

Alext.  Exactly. 

Fced.  It  is  very  kind  of  the  new  Emperor,  really,  not 
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to  forget  hJB  old  friend,  now  her  poor  father's  gone,  and  all}  J 
and  to  lake  care  of  her  here  in  the  palace. 

Ales?.  You  think  bo,  do  you  ? — silly  Fmdora !  There  a 
secret  entrances,  and  private  staircases  leading  to  these  apai^  J 
ments  !     Poor  Ivan  ! 

ViT.D.    You  scandalous   Ultle       in — you — what    do    yoo  ] 
mean  ?     Do  you  Ifaink  his  MaJE        would  do  any  wrong  ? 

Alekt,  Oh,  no,  wise  Foedors  I  forgot— their  Mqiestie 
never  do ! 

Fffio.  La!  I  wonder  how  my  dy  and  Ivan  have  got  oi 
together  all  these  years — two  si       fiery  tempers ! 

Alext.  I  wonder  they  are  both  alive,  I'm  sure, 

F(ED.  Then  again,  I  wonder  how  they'll  look. 

Alext.  You  wont  have  to  wonder  long,  curious  Foedora ! 
for  they  will,  I  think,  soon  arrive. 

F(ED.  Well,  then,  you  had  better  be  off,  for  the  Elmperor 
will  be  sure  to  come  here  before  they  arrive,  to  see  that  all's  in 
order,  so  go — (Alext  it  about  to  tpeak) — and  hold  your 
tongue. 

Alext.  (^Atide.)  Imperious  Fffidora !  {Exti  r.  h.) 

F(ED.  There,  now  everything  is  ready,  and  they  may  all 
come  as  soon  as  they  like.  (The  doon  are  throam  opfn  at 
backof  stage.)  Oh  !  here  comes  his  Majesty. 

Enter  the  Empbrub  Alexander  and  Count  Tb&skbv. 

Czar.  Is  all  arranged,  Fcedora  ? 
FffiD.  All,  your  Majesty. 

(She  curlteyt,  and  rettre*  thrttugh  hack  entrance.) 
CzAB.  Will   it  be  long  think  you,  my  lord,  brfore  the 
arrival  of  Lady  Catharine  ? 
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CoaNT  T.  From  the  arraQgemento  I  have  made,  accord- 
ing to  your  Mi^esty' 8  orders,  I  should  think  not. 

Czar.  'Tis  well ! — the  day  has  at  length  arrived  when  I 
can,  in  some -degree,  repair  the  great  wrong  that  poor  lady 
has  suffered  at  my  father's  hands,  and  which,  I  regret  to  feel, 
I  was  the  cause  of. 

Count  T.  Bad  as  it  has  been,  Sire,  the  lady  might  have 
felt  it  more  severely,  for  Ivan  Daniloff,  though  rough  in 
speech  and  uncouth  in  manner,  possesses  a  heart  noble  and 
land.  I  hear  from  the  governor,  and  one  lately  returned 
firom  exile,  that  he  has  never  presumed  upon  his  situation ; 
but  has  treated  the  Lady  Catharine  with  the  devotion  of 
a  slave. 

Czar.  Indeed ! — I  should  scarcely  have  expected  such 
conduct,  fix>m  the  sort  of  person  I  have  heard  Ivan  Daniloff 
described.  He  must  be  rewarded,  and  the  Lady  Catharine 
separated  from  him  without  delay.  (ShotUs  wWumtf  enter 
Alext,  hastily,)     What  mean  those  shouts  ? 

Albxt.  Oh !  your  Majesty,  the  arrival  of  the  Lady 
Catharine  and  Ivan  Daniloff. 

Czar.  Count  Terskey,  conduct  the  Lady  Catharine  hither. 
(Count  6oiot,  and  exit.)  Thus  to  meet,  it  is  indeed  a  trial ! 

Re-enter  Count  Terskey,  conducting  Ladt  Catharine  and 
IwhSy  followed  by  Fosdora  and  attendants ;  Catharine 
throws  herself  at  the  feet  of  the  Czar  ;  he  raises  her. 

Czar.  Welcome,  dear  Lady ! — welcome  back  to  Peters- 
burg 1  To  you,  Ivan  Daniloff,  we  express  our  thanks — 
nay,  our  gratitude,  for  the  way  in  which  we  hear  that 
you  have  conducted  yourself  during  your  exile. 
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Ivan,  (v^Mr/<?  to  Catrarink.)  Who  is  this  young  officer  ? 
Cath.  (TolvAS.)  The  Czar!— Ihe  Czar! 
Ivan.  The   Ciarl — the  good   Emperor  Alexander!  (j4t- 
tetnpUlo  fallal  his  Jiet;  the  Ct.AR  prevents  him.)  Pardon  I  how 


could   I   know  it 
Majesty  before. 

CzA8.  There's  no  harm  dont 
rine,  I  trust  you  will  do  me  thi 
moment  1  had  it  in  my  power,  i 
happiness — was  to  retail  you 
and  nothing  shall  he  wanting  luj 
get  the  sufferings  y 

Ivan,    Sufferings, 


I   youi 


iCBt  Ivan.    Lady  CatJia- 
hi  ice  to  believe,  that  the 

,  1        -St  thought — ray  greatest 
our  miserable  situation  ; 
lu]  future  to  make  you  for- 

loijg  i.ndured. 
they   have    been    to    nie ;     the 


bitterest  part  was  seeing  her  agony.     If!  could  have  borne 
it  all  myself,  I  should  have  been  a  happy  man. 

CzAB.  (To  Catharine,)  But  how  is  this?  The  Lady 
Catharine  does  not  seem  to  partake  in  the  general  joy 
her  return  has  caused. 

Catb.  Sire,  forgive  me  if  1  do  not  appear  to  appreciate 
all  your  kindness  ;  I  would  express  my  gratitude,  but  that  I 
am  choked  with  contending  feelings ;  but,  believe  roe 

Czar.  Enough,  dear  Lady,  you  require  repose — we  will 
leave  you.  In  the  meantime,  retire  to  your  apartment,  and 
court  the  tranquillity  you  stand  so  much  in  need  of. 

{Exit  the  Czar,  followed  iy  Count  T.,  Alext,  und 
Attendants.) 
Cath.  Ftedora ! — Oh,  Fcedora ! 

(Bursts  into  tears,  and  throws  herself  into  FcsnoB&'s 
arms.) 
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KiED.  This  way,  riear  lady  ! 

(CvndtuUii  her  wto  room,  left    hand — Ivan  u  about    to 

JiiUou',   but  eheek$  himte//,  and  stand*  looking  mourn- 

fully  ajler  A«-.) 
Ivan.  How  like  a  dreain  is  this!  (Sit*  douin,  and  looki 
tdtotil  him.)  Here  am  I  in  a  palace — I  the  inmate  of  a 
palace '. — A  fev.-  ^'care  back,  arid  I  was  Ivan  llic  sledge- 
driver — the  happy  cheerinl  Ivan  !  Whal  am  I  now?  In 
name  tie  same,  but  all — all  else  is  chajiged  1  What  had  / 
done  (0  the  czar  to  make  hint  lake  me  from  my  happy  way  of 
Kfe,  marry  me  to  a  great  lady,  and  tiend  me  to  Siberia  ? 
Then,  I  no  aooner  got  used  lo  that — no  sooner  got  accus- 
tomed lo  serve — lo  guard — to — to  love  the  Lady  Catharine, 
than  the  new  emperor  sends  for  me  back,  puta  me  into  fine 
clothes,  and  into  a  ntisorable  palace!  (Rite».)  And  what  could 
ike  have  done  lo  deserve  such  heavy  punishment?  Puur 
hdy !  it  has  been  sail  ludeeil  fur  her !  It  made  my  heiu-t 
bleed  to  see  her  lofty  spirit  brought  so  low — to  see  her  tod 
and  toil,  and  then  throw  herself  down  and  weep  !  And 
what  could  /  do  to  comfort  her  ?  VVhy  nothing,  but  devoti- 
myself  to  her! — I  did  it;  I  have  been  her  sen-ant — her 
■lave!  I  have  laboured  fur  her  by  day — I  have  guarded 
her  hovel  by  night — I  have  been  sometliing  less  to  her  than 
M  brother,  something  more  to  her  than  a  dog !  She  Is  now 
I  meek  and  gentle  as  a  lamb,  and  I  have  heard  her,  more  than 
once,  blew  me,  and  coll  me  dear  Ivan  '. 

Enter  CoKXT  TcBSKEr. 
Count.  Ivan!     (Ivan  u  wtdking  abovt  the  itaije  ahttraat- 
«t^.)    Ivan  DaniloiT! 

Ivan.  Eh!  did  you  apeak? 
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•ssure  you  tliat  he  thinks  i 
Cathaxioe,  during  your  j 
lie  aod  geaerous  in 


should! 
9  most 


-J  reward    ' 


CoLNT,  I  am  deputed  by  his  majesty,  the  emperor.  Iff  1 
make  known  to  you  his  wishes  upon  one  particular  subject. 

Ivan.  To  mc !  But  why  should  I  be  at  all  surprised,  1 
for  emperorB  seem  lo  have  Uttte  else  to  do  than  trouble  | 
themselves  with  my  affairs  ? 

Count.  The  czar  desires  me 
your  conduct  towards  the  I 
sojourn  with  her  in  Siberia,  as 
highest  degree. 

Ivan.  I  acted  as  an  honest 

Count.  For  which  his  majct 
you. 

Ivan.  Reward  me !  Why  what's  he  going  to  do  with  me 
now? 

CoLM.  He  would  relieve  yoa  from  this  most  unequal 
and  distressing  marriage. 

Ivan.  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

CoL'»T.  That  the  marriage  shall  be  annulled  without 
delay  — that  the  Lady  Catharine  shall  be  immediately 
divorced. 

Ivan.  (Cla*ping  hu  kandi  in  agony.)  Divorced!  my  Iwd? 
Divorced,  did  you  say  ? 

Count.  I  did ;  that  is  the  first  step  towards  insuring  the 
Lady  Catharine's  happiuess, 

Ivan.  (^Itecov  ring  himielf.)  It  is — it  is  indeed  ! — poor 
lady.  A  divorce!  I  never  thought  of  that,  fool  that  I  was! 
— and  yet  it  was  sure  to  happen  as  soon  as  they  sent  for  us 
back  lo  Petersburg.     Yes !  it  must  be  so ! 

Co(7NT.  Then  you  will  be  free  and  happy  again. 

Ivan.  Yes — yes — veryl  {fViping  hit  eyet  uHA  the  back 
o/hii  hand.) 
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Count.  And  the  emperor  intends  to  bestow  upon  you 
a  pension  of  ten  thousand  rubles. 

Ivan.  Oh !  no — no !  No  pension  for  me !  I'll  have 
nothing  to  remind  me  of  courts  and  emperors !  Ill  go  back 
to  the  way  of  life  I  was  taken  fix>m ;  but  my  joyous  happy 
heart  is  gone — gone,  never  to  return ! 

Count.  But  the  czar  will  not— cannot^^allow  you  to 
return  to  your  humble  condition* 

Ivan.  What  has  the  czar  to  do  with  that  ? 

Count.  Having,  although  nominally^  married  one  of  the 
ladies  of  the  court,  his  majesty  could  not  allow  you  to 
exercise  so  mean  a  calling. 

Ivan.  And  he  will  prevent  it,  will  he?  What's  to 
become  of  me  then  ?  FU  turn  soldier !  The  emperor 
wont  prevent  my  going  to  the  wars,  and  getting,  as  I 
hope  I  shall,  a  bullet  through  my  heart,  will  he  ?  Will  the 
great  czar  hinder  me  from  doing  that,  think  you  ? 

Count.  I  hope  his  majesty  will  permit  you  to  join  the 
troops.  But  I  would  advise  you,  my  good  friend,  to  reflect 
upon  the  liberal  offer  of  the  czar ;  think  how  comfortable 
ten  thousand  rubles  yearly  will  enable  you  to  make  yourself. 

Ivan.  No,  my  lord,  no !  I  am  determined  I  will  not 
accept  such  a  pension  ! 

Count.  I'm  sorry  for  it.  I  must  now  to  my  noble 
master,  and  inform  him  of  your  determination.  Farewell, 
friend ! 

(Exit  Count.  Ivan  iiatufa  stupifiec^  and  muUerif 
"A  divorce,  a  divorce!"  Enter  Fosdora, /rom 
ieft  hand  door, — Ivan,  without  seeing  Her,  sits  dawn^ 
with  hii  back  towards  her,) 

F(£D.  Ivan,  Ivan ! 
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IvAS.  (Ruing.)  Ah!  Fcedora,  is  it  you  ? 

FtF.D.  Yes,  it  is  indeed  me ;  and  I'm  so  glad  of  what  I've  J 
just  heard — that  you  and  my  lady  are  going  to  be  divorced. 

Ivan.  {Furiously.)  Who  told  you  so  ? 

FtED.  Lud  a  mercy  !  nobody  I  me — I  overheard  it;  I 
was  going  to  come  out  of  my  1  e  room  just  now,  when  I 
heard  you  and  Count  Terskey  ig  together,  ao  I  thought 

it  would  be  rude  to  interru]         a— and  so  I  thought  it 


Ivan.  Better  to  stop  and  liste 

FiEO.  Well,  Ivan,  I  didn't  do  u  n  purpose,  I'm  sure,  but 
I  declare  I  vxu  glad  to  hear  it ;  for  it  is  veiy  dreadful  to  be 
obliged  to  live  all  one's  life  with  a  peraon  that  one  doeen't  love, 
im't  it,  Ivan  ? 

Ivan,  "  That  one  doesn't  love!"  Yea,  yea,  Fcedors,  you 
are  right,  quite  right ;  the  divorce — the  divorce  it  the 
proper  thing ! 

FtED.  Certainly.  Ah !  it's  a  great  pity  though,  a  great 
pity  indeed,  that  I  should  happen  to  be  married. 

Ivan.  {Atuwen  wilhout  allentSny  to  Iter.)  Oh,  you  are 
married,  are  you  ? 

FtED.  (Atide.)  How  cool  he  is  about  it  (j4lovd.)  Yes, 
Ivan,  1  am  manried  to  Alexy  Ratsikoff.  You  remember 
Aloxy? 

Ivan.    Alexy  !     Yes,  I  remember. 

FtED.  Oh !  he's  a  good  little  fellow  enough — he  does 
everything  in  the  world  I  tell  him — never  contradicts  rae ; 
aad  yet  I  can't  help  regretting — 

Ivan.  Well,  well,  I'll  think  no  more  about  it, 

FtED.  About  what  ?     About  what  ?    Ivan,  what  do  you 


THE    SLEDGB-DBIVER.  33 

Ivan.  The  divorce,  Foedora,  the  divorce !  it's  a  clever  in- 
vention, truly. 
F<ED.  So  it  is,  Ivan. 

_  • 

Ivan.  The  good,  kind  czar — to  put  an  end  to  all  my 
troubles  by  this  divonte ! 

Enter  Alexy. 

Alext.  Foedora,  imprudent  Foedora!  what  are  you 
doing  here  ? 

F(ED.  Pray  what's  that  to  you,  sir  ?  It's  no  business  of 
yours. 

Alexy.  Oh !  quite  different,  disrespectful  Foedora !  it  f> 
my  business !     (Atide.)  I  wish  he  had  stayed  in  Siberia. . 

Ivan.  Alexy  Ratsikolf,  you  are  married  to  Foedora  ? 

Alexy.  Ivan  Daniloff,  I  am  !  what  then  ? 

Ivan.  Mind  you  make  her  happy  ! 

Fced.  {jitide,)  Make  her  happy!  Oh,  then  he  doesn't 
care  any  more  about  me,  that's  pretty  clear. 

Alexy.  I  will  if  I  can,  respectable  sledge-driver! 

Ivan.  Come  here.  (Draws  them  both  to  him,)  The  Czar 
has  offered  me  a  pension — I  have  refused  it !  Now,  do  you 
go  to  Count  Terskey,  and  tell  him,  I  accept  it  for  you  and 
Foedora. 

Alexy.  Thanks,  most  generous  Ivan ! 

Ivan.  And  will  you  sometimes  think  of  poor  Ivan  ?  For 
there  will  be  no  one  else  in  the  world  to  bestow  a  thought 
or  a  care  upon  the  wretched  outcast ! 

Alexy.  Oh,  noble-minded  Ivan,  that  we  will ;  but,  come, 
weeping  Foedora !  let  us  go  and  find  the  Count,  and  inform 
him  of  our  good  fortune. 

Ivan.  Stay,  one  moment.     Answer  me  one  question,  and 
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ic.  She  was  too  much  in 
but,  to  be  sure,  it  m»y 
i  himself. 


with  truth — is  your  mUtress — is  the  lady  Cutliaritie  to  be  the 
bride  of  some  great  lord  about  the  court  ? 

F(ED.  I  should  think  not. 

Alexf.   (^fFilh  meaning.)     And  2  should  think  tiot. 

F(EO.  Oh,  she  refused  so  m  of  the  nobles  about  the 

eourt  before  she  went  to  S^^ 

Alext.  Was  <en^  to  Sil 

FtKD.  Well,  well— it's  all  th 
love,  then,  to  marry  any  of  thi,... 
make  a  difference  now  he  is  ma 

Ivan.  He  ?— who  ? 

FcED.  The  one  she  was  in  love  with  ! 

Itan.  And  who  was  it  ?     What  was  hia  name  ? 

F(ED.  {Lookiny  ahiHith«r,ihea  speaking  in  IvAn's  ear.)  The 
Caar. 

Ivan.  The  Czar  ? — the  Emperor  Alexander  ? 

F(ED.  Why,  didn't  you  know  P  La  !  that  was  the  reason 
she  was  sent  to  Siberia  by  his  &ther. 

Alext.  Ye« ;  and  that's  the  reason  the  son  sends  for  her 
back  again  ! 

■Ivan.  Oh,  I  see  it  all ! — btind  fool  that  I've  been  !  The 
emperor's  tenderness  to  her — bis  wish  to  pension  me  off — the 
divorce  t — all,  all  confirm  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  (Lmyh*  con- 
vtUtively.)  Laugh,  laugh  at  your  own  folly,  idiot !  idiot ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha !     (BunU   into  learf,  and  thrown  himtelf  into 

F<EO.  Poor  Ivan— he's  crying  1 

Ivan.  (Siartii^  tip.)  No,  no  !  you  mistake — I'm  laughing* 
I  am  happy — quite  happy  !  And  they  offered  me  gold  to  re- 
nounce her ;  and  for  what  ? — for  her  to  become  the  mittren 
of  the  Czar  I     Horrible ! — horrible ! 
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FcED.  He'll  go  mad,  Alexy  !    Ah !  my  lady  is  comiqg. 

Ivan.  Is  she  ?  Go — go,  then,  and  let  me  say  one  word 
to  her  for  the  last  time !  (Exit  Alext  and  Fcedora.) 

Enter  Catharine. 

Catb.  (Going  kindly  to  him.)  Ivan,  what  is  the  matter? 

Ivan.  I  am  miserable  1 — I  am  mad ! 

Cath.  Why  is  this?  What  has  happened?  Who  has 
offended  you  ? 

Ivan.  Everybody — ^you  ! 

Cath.  Me,  Ivan  ? — ^what  have  I  done  ? 

Ivan.  Enough  to  make  me  hate  you !  and  so^  to  make  me 
loathe  all  humankind ! 

Cath.  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir !  This  language  is 
somewhat  strange.  You  must,  in  truth,  be  mad,  to  talk  thus 
to  me — me,  to  whom  you  have  been  hitherto  kind  and  tetider 
as  an  anxious  parent  over  a  drooping  child !  Why  is  this 
change  ? 

Ivan.  I  have  found  out  the  cause  of  your  bani^ment  to 
Siberia!     You  loved  the  Grand  Duke,  Alexander  ?  * 

Cath.  I  did. 

Ivan.  You  love  the  Emperor  Alexander,  and  are  about  to 
become  his  mistress  1 

Cath.  His  mistress,  Ivan  ? 

Ivan.  Yes;  you  will  be  the  mistress  of  an  emperor! 
Think,  what  glory — what  honours  will  be  the  consequence ! 
You  will  be  the  people's  idol — you  will  crown  yourself  with 
infamy,  and  they  will  fall  down  and  worship  you  as  a  queen — 
you  will  smile,  and  be  happy.  But  a  time  will  come  when 
you  will  cease  to  smile,  and  your  happiness  will  vanish  as  a 
dream !  You  will  be  left,  abandoned,  by  all — ^you  will  weep ! 
Yes,  lady,  you  will  weep  and  weep,  and  have  no  friend  to 
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soothe  your  wretchednecia — no  arm  to  protect  you  from  the   I 
sneers  and  frowns  of  the  world. 

Cath.  Ivan !  Ivan  1  I  insist — I  will  not  be  talked  to  io 
this  manneT. 

Ivan.  Ah,  ah  ! — you  trill  not  r 

Cath.  1  will  not ! 

Ivan.  Indeed  !  Yoh  forget,  madam,  that  I  am  your  hij»- 
bajid — that  you  are  the  wife  of  Ivan  Damloff ! 

Catu.  Oh,  Ivan,  have  pity  on  me  ! 

Ivan.  Now  I  feel  the  pleasure  there  is  in  command.  I'll 
go  to  the  Czar,  and  tell  him  he  may  send  me  back  to  Si- 
beria— he  may  put  me  in  prison — he  may  kill  me ;  but  sepa- 
rate UB — never !     (I)  going.) 

Cath.  Ivan,  you  shall  not  go  !  Ivan,  dear  Ivan,  hear 
me! 

Ivan.  Ah  !  did  I  hear  right  ?  "Dear  Ivan?"  my  head  turns 
round — I  know  not  what  I  aay — what  I  do ;  but  one  thing — 
one  thing  I  am  quite  certain  of — I  will  not  consent  to  thia — 
divorce ! 

Cath,  Divorce — divorce!     What  divorce? 

Ivan.  The  divorce  that  is  to  separate  you  from  me !    But 

it  shall  not  be — no,  no  !     My  br^ — my  heart's  on  fire  ;  but 

I'll  prevent  it.     You  shall  not  be  the  mietreea  of  the  Czar  \ 

(Riuhet  out.) 

Catb.  What  can  he  mean  ?  What  dreadful  deed  is  he 
about  to  do  ? — he  will  rouse  the  anger  of  the  Czar,  and  then 
perhaps,  he  will  be  sent  back  to  Siberia,  and  I  shall  lose  him 
—  my  best,  I  may  almost  say  my  only,  ftiend.  Why — 
why  waa  this  man  not  born  my  equal  ?  Oh,  ambition ! 
to  what  hast  thou  not  reduced  thy  votary !  My  trials 
have  been    indeed    severe ;    but  they   have  been  whole- 
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some ;  and  when  all  are  execrating  the  name  of  Paul  the 
First,  I  alone — the  once  proud,  imperious,  ambitious  Catha- 
rine Soltikof,  will  raise  her  now  humbled  voice  to  vindicate  his 
memory,  for  he  has  saved  her  from  herself!  And  Alexan- 
der ! — why  has  he  sent  for  me  to  the  palace  ?  Ah  me  ! — too 
much  I  fear  it  is  as  Ivan  says — he  is  going  to  force  me  into 
a  divorce,  as  his  father  did  into  the  marriage,  and  then,  as  a 
reward  for  all  my  sufferings,  he  will  condescend  to  bestow  on 
me  the  title  of  his  mistress  ! 
(Doors  thrown  open  at  the  back.     Enter  Count  Terskev, 

announcing  "  the  Emperor !"-—  then  retires,) 
Now  for  the  crisis  !     His  mistress ! — never !  never ! 

Enter  the  Emperor. 

Czar.  In  what  have  I  offended,  that  the  Lady  Catharine 
will  not  condescend  to  look  upon  me  ? 

Cath.  {fVithotit  looking  at  him.)  Sire,  I  know  not  to  what 
cause  to  attribute  this  visit. 

Czar.  To  the  same  cause  that  ever  actuated  my  conduct 
towards  you.  In  spite  of  our  long  separation,  and  of  the 
circumstances  which  have  occurred  during  that  separation, 
my  feelings  towards  you,  dear  lady,  are  still  the  same. 

Cath.  Sire !  those  very  circumstances,  I  should  have 
thought,  would  have  deterred  the  noble  Alexander  from 
offering  insult  to  the  humbled,  suffering  being  before  him  ! 

Enter  Ivan  at  r.  h.  d.  ;  stands  aside. 

Ivan.  The  Czar ! — I  tremble  with  rage  ! 

Czar.  Catharine,  believe  me  that  I  value  my  crown  but 
for  your  sake — that  my  greatest  happiness  would  consist  in 
contributing  to  yours.  Xay,  nay — turn  not  from  me,  but 
hearmc.     The   Emperor  Alexander  will  address  nothing  to 
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the  Lady  Catharine,  that  he  need  blusli  to  utter,  or  that  wfll 
offend  her  delicacy  to  listen  to  !  (Catbarinb  lurnt  quickly 
ruund,  attonUlted  at  hit  manner.)  Catharine  1  the  unjual 
persecutions  you  have  under"~ie  have  not  lowered  you 
in  my  eateem — something  miut  be  done  to  repair  tlib 
heavy  wrong.  Your  noble  h  alone  requires  that  this 
most  unforninate  marriage  be  u  nediately  set  aside  ;  these 
apartmenlij  I  have  selected  you  —  here  1  bad  hoped 
you  would  live  happily  anii  ,  imfortably — sanctioned  by 
the  presence  of  the  empress  and  the  ladies  of  the  court; 
and  for  mystelf,  whether  emperor  or  slave,  my  affection  and 
profound  respect  (bowing)  will  ever  be  due  to  the  Lady 
Catharine  Soltikof. 

(Ivan  ruihet forward ;  but  it  overpowered  by  hi*  feeling;  and  i* 
not  able  to  ajteak.) 

Cath.  IvBti !  Ivan !     {He folk  at  the  Emperor's /«-/.) 

Ivan.  Forgive  me,  sire — forgive  me '. 

Czar.  Foigive  you,  friend ? — for  what? 

Ivan.  For  the  anger — rage — hatred  I  bore  ogainyt  you 
but  now';  I  have  been  searching,  like  a  madman,  everywhere 
for  you,  to  tell  you  that  I  thought  you  a  villain  1  You  may 
well  start;  but  my  senses  were  gone — I  was  mad — tnad.  I 
see  it  all  now ;  your  cooduct  towards  that  injured  lady  b 
great — is  noble !  and  you  need  not  blush,  emperor  a»  you 
are,  to  hear  that  from  the  mouth  of  the  poor  sledge-driver'. 
I  am  ready  this  instant  to  sign  the  divorce  I 

Czar.  Noble  fellow ! 

Oath.  Dear— dear  Ivan ! 

Ivan.  (v^iiMinctn^  to  Catharine.)  Lady,  I  go!  {Fallaat 
her  feet,  take*  her  hand,  and  kittet  it  fervently.)  Vour  slave 
is  going  away  to  die.     Speak — oh  I   speak — one   word  of 
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comfort  to  him  !  for,  in  his  dying  moments,  the  recollection 
of  it  will  soothe  his  passage  hence  ! 

Cath.  God  bless  you,  Ivan  ;  for  you  have,  indeed,  been 
a  solace  and  a  comfort  to  me  in  my  hour  of  need — 

Ivan.  (Starting  up.)  You  heard  her! — she  blessed  me, 
and  said  Td  been  a  comfort  to  her  I — Now  then  for  the 
divorce ! 

Cath.  Stay,  Ivan!  (Turning  to  the  Czar.)  Sire,  I  do  not 
consent  to  this  separation  ! 

Czar.  Madam ! 

Ivan.  Did  I  hear  right  ? 

Cath.  If  your  majesty  thinks  you  owe  me  some  repara- 
tion for  the  miseries  I  have  endured,  what  think  you  I  am 
indebted  to  that  man — who,  having  offended  no  one,  has 
been  made  to  suffer  for  the  sins  of  others  ?  For  more  than 
four  weary  years,  he  has  been  my  constant — my  devoted 
slave,  and  now  he  sacrifices  all  for  me — aye,  even  his  love? 
(Ivan  starts.)  and  can  I^-ought  I — now  to  abandon  him  ? 
Never!  never!  Ivan — there  is  my  hand!  take  it — and  I 
glory  more  in  that,  than  in  wearing  the  crown  I  so  much 
coveted. 

Czar.  Lady  Catherine — 

Ivan.  Am  I  awake?  Oh,  in  mercy  tell  me!  your  ma- 
jesty— Lady  Catherine  !  but  no,  no ;  it  cannot  be ! — too  well 
I  know  my  own  un worthiness — I  dare  not  lift  my  eyes  so 
high  !  the  poor  sledge-driver,  Ivan,  is  no  husband  for  one  of 
Russia's  noble  daughters. 

Tke  Czar  (who  has  been  talking  to  Catharine  during  this. 
Joins  their  hands.)  The  Lady  Catharine  confirms  your  hap- 
piness ! 
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^ter  COtJ!.T  Tbhskky, followed bif  Fcedoha,  Alexy, 

Attendants. 

Count  T.  Sire !  all  U  ready  for  the  signatures. 

Czar.  We  need  it  not,  my  Lord,  for  in  Ivan  Daniloff,  j 
behold  the  chosen  hiuband         he    Lady    Cathariaf 
tikof! 

F(ED,  Lucky  Ivan  ! 

Albxy.  Extraordinary  Lad      !atharine! 

C'£AB.  Approach,  friend  Ivan  i  We  will  make  this 
seem  more  fitting  in  tlie  eyea  of  the  world.  We  invest  yori 
with  llie  orders  of  Saint  WalUiraer  and  Saint  Michael.  (7 
Tbbskey.)  Cause  this,  my  Lord,  to  be  made  knowD  through- 
out the  city,  and  we  trust  that  all,  with  one  accord,  will  ex- 
claim— Health  and  long  life  to  the  "  Sia^e  Driver." 
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THE 


LORD     OF     THE     ISLES; 


OR,  THE 


GATHERING   OF  THE   CLANS. 


ACT  L— SCENE  I. 

Tlie  Court  of  Ariomish  Ckuile;  on  the  l.h.  ancient  baitlements; 
a  stone  balcony ,  and  folding-doors  beneath  it;tLU,  a  port- 
(*ullis,  with  steps  to  ascend  over  rampart,  running  across 
the  stage.     The  sea,  and  distant  rocks,  at  sunset. 

Enter  Cathleen  through  Castle  gates,  L.  H.,  and  Chorcs  of 
Vassals,  who  range  down,  l.b.,  looking  o^u.e.b.h. 

Warder !  Wirder !  from  thy  tower 
Look  forth  while  the  sunlight  tmilei ; 
Is  there  nerer  a  bark  on  the  waters  below. 
Nor  a  distant  speck  on  the  flood  to  shew 
Where  he  merrily  sails  to  his  lady's  bow'r, 
Brave  Ronald  !  the  Lord  of  the  Isles  ? 

WARDia^on  haUitwktiUf  «f  ftodk,  l.h. 

Far  north,  fiv  south,  in  vain  I  gase ; 

All  there  is  wave  and  sky, 
Save  where  the  flitting  sea-mew  plays. 

And  mocks  my  wandVing  eye. 
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THK   LOBD   OP  THE  MbM^.O*,. 


Duo.  CaAleen,  when  that  cow  cfac^'I  dhed  • 

teare.    1  was  Ql  odgsi  and  ihe.wu  »  netbi 

Catb.  In  good  tmtfa, I  may  mf  Itn* «ftiealert  1 
the  poor  thing,  till  I  left  our  cottag«^  and  went  to  Mve  wilfa 
my  lady  of  ham;  but  that  wasn't  till  yoa  tamed  falw 
hearted,  and  came  hse  to  the  casOe  of  Artotnidi  aa  Sene- 
echal! 

Duo.  Well,  well — ^fi»get  old  oSsno^  and  pardon  a  ooa- 
trite  lover.  Chancy  which  trin^  your  la^  hem^  to  many 
my  master,  has  also  l»oug^t  yoo^  her  attcoda&t^  to  many 
your  humble  servant,  tf  you  please. 

Cath.  Are  you  seriouB  P 

Duo.  Serious?  Am  1  not  a  soldier?  See,  bere'a  the 
ring !     (Producing  it.) 

SONG— DuQAL. 

I  dreamt  lut  night  of  our  earl;  day*. 

Ere  I  liBfa'd  for  nrord  *nd  feather. 
When  we  dane'd  on  the  heath,  in  the  moon's  pale  rtya. 

Hand  in  band  together  ; 
I  thought  joit  gave  me  again  that  kisa. 

More  iweet  than  the  pertiime  of  ipring. 
While  T  prened  on  your  linger  love's  pure  golden  pledge 

The  bridal  ring  !  the  bridal  ring  ! 

1  dieemt  I  beard,  then,  the  trumpet  aound, 

And  at  once  vai  forced  to  aerer ; 
That  I  fell  on  the  heath  with  my  laat  death  wound. 

Lorn  Id  thee  for  erer ! 
I  thought  that  you  gave  me  again  that  kin, 

Empearl'd  like  a  flower  in  spring; 
'Neath  ita  warmth  I  awnke,  on  thia  dear  hand  to  pren 

The  bridal  ring !  the  bridal  riog ! 


{^Placing  Hon  her  finger.) 


THE    GATHERING    OF    THE    CLANS.  O 

Cath.  Do  you  really  eupptwe  that  your  master,  the  LonI 
of  the  Isles,  will — (looking  round) — will  uiiile  himself  to  my 
murtreaB,  the  huly  Editli?  Thut  ahe  loves  him,  1  doubt  nol 
Does  he  love  Her  f 

11(1.  Isn't  she  young,  beautiful,  amialile?  Nay — isn't 
the  prie^  already  iii  the  castle  to  perform  the  bridal  cere- 
mony ?  VVhuni  the  deuce  siiould  lie  marry,  or  love  either,  if 
not  the  lady  Edith  ? 

Cath.  Why,  people  do  t>ay,  that,  after  a  certain  lournu- 
menl,  where  Ronald  fintt  beheld  lady  Leabel,  he  secretly 
made  her  an  offer  of  hid  hand,  already  pledged  to  lady 
Edith ;  and,  were  it  tiot  for  an  apprehension  of  incurring  the 
Veni^anee  of  the  Lord  of  Lorn,  who  you  know  {%  the  swprn 
ibe  of  the  exiled  Bnice — the  guardian  of  Isaljel — 

Dun.  Bles«  me,  il  begins  to  rain — the  waves,  too,  are  quite 
agitated. 

Cath.  And  Uie  sky  darkens  as  though  we  tihould  have  u 
•torm. 

Doo,  Ha,  ha! — we  were  speakiug  of  matrimony  ! 

Cath.  You  laugh;  but  this  ii)  a  very  bad  omen.  Sei! ! 
what  la  it  the  warder  is  gazing  at  mi  eaniedCly  ? 

(TAuwJtr.*  Ihe  Warder  u  lotJting/nm  the  btUtlemtaU.) 

TRIO— DuoAu  C*Tt.L.«ir,  otf  W.WW*. 

A  Ultla  bark,  I  nw  il  now, 
Wbow  EramUing  ndo  huge  in*n  arc  Uihing. 

A  f^Dulc  ftrni  dtion  thai  pro* ; 
Around  facr  hMd  (lie  iMnn  U  RMhing— 
The  lul  il  torn— ibc  tm^Mft  Si**— 
In  Tiin  hi^i  mighl  tbc  •usmnan  |iUm  ; 

s  2 
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^        Low  in  the  flood  llie  gallejr  Uet ! 
Help! 
ListGn  lo  the  mfierer's  criei. 

(Thm 
Enter  Vassals  through  Ctulfe  i/alei,  l.h.  ;  Chorus,  r 

doil-n  L.D. 

All!  hapless  vessel — hapless  maid ! 
Heaven  of  pity,  gnuil  thine  aid  1 

Again  she  skims  tlie  waies  I 

Yes,  pitying  heaven  notes  and  lavet ! 

(Storm  iviirides,  and  toene  grmva  tights.'} 

Enter  Bbuob,  D.S.R.H.,  vuUh  Isabel,  inaetuibU  m  Aw  armt, 
followed  In/  Edwabd;  a  golhie  dudr  U  btv^Jtt  /or 
Isabel,  b.c. 

Edw,  Strangers  we  are — forlorn,  and  tempest  driven. 
Good  people,  grant  us  shelter  and  protection. 

Dug.  What  the  Lord  of  the  Isles  never  yet  denied,  yoa 
will  not  oak  in  vain.  (Enter*  ctutle.} 

Bruce.  My  fair — my  gentle  Isabel,  the  danger  exists  no 
longer.    Speak  to  me^-speak  Isabel ! 

Cath.  Isabel !    The  very  name ! 

IsA.  Alas !  where  ere  we  ? 

Bruce.  Safe,  as  I  take  it,  in  the  Castle  o^ 

Cath,  Artoniah! 

Bkuce.  Its  chief? 

Catb.  The  Lord  of  the  Isles! 

IsA.  {Bmng.)  Oh,  heavens  !  He  now  ranks  among  the 
number  of  your  foes — is  the  friend  of  your  bitterest  enemy, 
the  Lord  of  liom  ! 
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tisrcE.  That  Providence,  at  wliose  bidding  ibe  resisilesa 
■turm  iosaeA  our  frail  bark  iipoD  a  stranger's  land,  can  s&vk 
ae  aa  (Easily  from  our  steruest  foes  aa  froni  yon  overu'lielming 
billows!  Fear  thou  nothing  1  {^Looking  arowui,)  Ab  !  well 
I  know  this  ancient  pile — yon  ftuod — those  niountaina.  In 
tuy  boyhood,  of^eii  have  1  clambered  to  yon  istliuiiis  top, 
scattered  the  waves  beneath  with  wild  heath  flowers- 
flowers,  enibleniij  of  my  own  happineai — huppijiess  a«i  un- 
itiinely  plucked,  and  strewn  as  reckless  on  the  impetuous 
tide  of  deep  adversity  !  (&nk$  into  chair,  in  centre.) 

Ira.  My  Lord,  this  burst  of  grief!     All ! — the  spell  which 
i^r  wakene  hini  from  these  deep  abstractions '. 

(EuwARD,  on  K.a.,lakii  a  imall  harp  from  iht/ulila  of  bin 
manlle,  tcliich  he  louche*,  while  Iaabbl  tinyi.) 

AIR  .HI.  CHURLS— I uiii,. 

Hat  thee— ftst  thee,  wurior  Aitt '  

Be  not  ihou  ifflietion'i  ilare. 
Hope  in^irn  thina  cyerj  gricT; 

Heaven  will  ne'er  d«erl  the  bra>e  * 
KMe  beoru  muU  nob))'  lufltr  ! 

At  fon  rock,  indignuil,  iiron^ 
Mark*  ihe  rocdi  benoiUi  it  crauchiiig 

To  each  bUu  thai  >ire«p9  along. 
Itnl  thee — rot  thee,  warrior  chief! 

Sink  not  to  despair  a  tlate  '. 
Hope  (uiUin  Ihci — leat  mainlain  ihtej 

Heitcn  will  ne'er  deaert  the  brave. 

Brl'ce.  (Jiin:*,  chair  taken  6t$ck  by  Vaxsals.J  You  piiy 
ine,  Isabel  I  Vou  weep  fur  me  aa  the  angels  weep  the  ikUen  ! 
iw  ye  not  that  there  are  moments  of  at  once  bitter  and 
aweet  remembrance — whorviD  sorrow  is  akin  to  joy — when 
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early  thoughts  crowd  back  upon  the  nmitl,  like  touching  i 
melody,  soothing  the  heart  it  wounds?  But  I'll  forget  all  this, 
— forget  me  now  a  wronged  and  banished  man  ;  and,  while 
I'vp  strengtii  lo  grasp  this  true  claymore — while  in  this 
brea^  the  pulse  of  life  shall  beat — tluntc  only  that  n-ith  thia 
I'll  dig  iny  grave,  or  with  it  win  again  the  home — the  pride 
— the  glory  of  luy  race  ! 

Edw.  Ah,   lioble    Bruc^! — restrain    this    fruitless     rage! 
Sheathed  be  your  weapon, and  woes  dissembled!  Here, 

in  the  tiger'8  den !  beware  Iiis  laiiga — remember  yoj 
guise ;  the  vaesal  cornea. 

BRrcE.  Young  soldier,  1  am  advised. 

Enter  DcQAL,  cattie  yatet. 
Now,  Senewhal,  says  your  chief? 
Due,  Welcome  to  the  stranger  ever. 

DUET  AND  CHOBUS— Camum  owt  Vamau. 

Welcome,  welooni*  lo  tbe  itraDger  1 

Bid  euh  doubt  and  tumult  cease ; 
Free  from  trouble — free  from  daoger. 

Enter  here  and  be  at  peace. 
Here  no  biUowa  riie  to  harm  thee. 

Here  kA  muale  vaiu  to  charm  tbee ; 
Wine  ii  brimming  fbr  thjr  Up, 

Stranger,  itranger,  come  and  aip. 
Bid  each  doubt,  each  aorrow  oeaae ; 
Enter  here  and  be  at  peace. 

(Sxeunt  DiTGAL,  bowwg  Bruce,  Edward,  and  Isabel 
iniocatllt,  L.a.,  Vassal&  foUowkuf.} 


TUB    GATHERING 


» 


j4it  Oak  Chamber  in  the  CtuUe. 
Enter  Bditd,  v.».,f<^hwtd  by  Catblebn. 

Edith.  Slrangerel 

Catu.  Very  ooble- looking,  fine  men,  I  ssMure  your  lady- 
diip  ;  so  dignified,  so  courteoua  to  me.  Then,  liie  lady  willi 
^fliem,  whom  they  called  Isabel,  she — 

EniTii.  Isabel 'r 

Catu,  Ob,  it  can't  be  that  Isabel  wliom  your  iady3hi|]  is 
so  alarmed  about  I 

Gditb.  .\hirmed,  Cathleen  ? 

t'ATH.  That  is— I  didn't  mean  lo  say  alarmed — I  meant 
ifae  whose  beauty  is  so  alarming — no,  that  renders  bail, 
worse ;  you— my  lady — I — suppose  J  just  ruii  and  iDtjuiri; 
of  Diigai  what  Isabel  he  tliinks  ihi»  ia  ? 

Bdith.  Stay,  Cathleen.  (^Aride.)  She  is  far  distant — far 
from  these  walla  removed — the  companion  of  »n  exile  1  Yei 
Ronald,  alas  !  how  long  halh  he  returned  from  the  ehase  ? 
still  he  comee  not  to  greet  hid,  perhaps,  too  willing  bHde : 
fend,  within  thia  very  hour,  hia  hand  conducts  me  to  ihr 


Catb.  Sweet  lady,  compose  yoimeUl  Men  are  the  oddest 
Kttures  in  the  world — they  only  want  a  little  judicioiia 
jemeot,  and  they'll  prove  as  pliant  as  your  weilding 
which  you  sUp  on  or  off  at  your  pleasure.  But,  nh  '. 
e  times  are  eo  sadly  changed  of  laic,  lliet  I  almost  begin  t-i 
r  the  da^'a  of  joy  ore  guntr ' 
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No  more  Ihrougli  Carrick'ji  tangled  wood 
Kmounds  Ibc  vild  har[>'9  strain ; 

lu  heUh  bells  now  ire  dyed  in  blood. 
It!  bMMd  b(N«ha  AwU  Iha  Ma  t 


J 


Mow  Ibrin  w&b  d^  wbfah  ndIrM*' 
The  diji  of  Joj  ar*  gnat  I  ^^. -, 

Mo*,  «1w«  dn  TfivJawttAMrMtf, 

labMrdtbanltm^Kiyi' 
WhiK  OB  than  fanki  of  nuf  NM 

Hw  bn*B— Jiow  oold  ths;  Ha  1 
Ob,  ftmc !  vhile  thui  tbj  nniloa  ctaet 

Tlie  Mar — Lhe  orphan')  groan — 
E'en  through  thy  bHgfaUtt  blaie  muu  beam. 

The  dajB  of  Joy  arc  gone  i 

Edith.  I  am  resolved  to  deserve  Ronald's  gratitude  by 
refusing  his  Jiand ! 

Cath.  Oh,  pray,  my  lady,  don't  do  anything  so  rash! 
My  Lord  of  Lorn,  your  ladyeliip's  brother,  would  be  in  such 
a  dreadful  fiuy,  that — 

EuiTH.  Let  him !  His  lobic  is  not  the  thunder  to  strike 
me  dead ;  were  it  so,  I  might  even  court  his  displeasure  ! 

Cath.  Mercy  on  us,  here  he  comes !  If  your  ladyship 
adhere  to  your  resolution,  'tis  odda  but  we  shall  have  steel 
flourishing — aye,  and  blood  flowing !  He  looks  displeased 
already.     I'll  go  and  aek  Dugal  what's  the  matter. 

(Exit,  p,S.,  tu  LOBN  enteri,  p.s.) 

LoBN.  Edith! — whence  this  delay  ?  Know  you  not  the 
banquet  waits  ?     The  bride's  absence  now,  ia  ill  timed ! 

EuiTH.  But,  Ronald !— hath  he  sought  me  P 
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LoKN.  I  know  not — heed  not!  A  blunt  warrior  cares 
litlle  for  these  rain  preljmitiaries !  Enough !  Ronald  hu;> 
ewom  to  become  yoar  husband !  At  the  altar,  with  my 
Bister's  hand  in  mine,  I  shall  remember  only  that  1  demand 
the  fulfilment  of  an  ancient  compart !  Let  him,  then, 
comply,  or  absolve  it  in  his  blood !  Be  guarded,  as  ihoii 
lov'sl  him,  Edith — thy  suejiicions  breathed  elsewhere,  a  hun- 
dred of  our  clansmen's  daggen  were  drawn  forth  to  strike 
the  traitor  dead '. 

EniTB.  Ronald  a  traitor  ?     Have  I  said  it  ? 
LoBN.  If  lie  Uioks  coldly  on  my  Edith's  love — look^^  he  not 
coldly  on   Edith's  brt>ther?     An  enemy  to  Lorn  is  Brace's 
friend  ^     ( Draw*  Aif/ger.)     Speak  that,  and  bid  him  die ! 
Eiimi.  This  savage  haste — stay,  hear  me  ! 
LoH\.  His  life  or  death  but  waits  on  thy  decision  !     Say 
thou  he's  false,  he  dies  ! 

SONG— Lou. 
Yuu  deem  nic  too  itern,  w,j  deal  niter ; 

That  look  uetnt  105  hanhncn  lo  bUma ; 
Bui  better  to  perish,  dear  sister. 

Than  live  for  one  momenl  of  ihame  ! 
TliKO  ahew  roe  the  hcnri  of  the  traitor 

Dure*  to  draw  fortli  one  lew  fTDin  that  eye, — 
Like  lifFhtnin);  xay  rage  iball  o'crtaJie  him. 
A)  iLie  ahatl  ilrikei  the  eagle  on  high  ! 


>a  Tntli  baldl}  preTerr'd  \ 


One  doubt  ot  his  uuth  or  hji  word. 
Ye,  ihcv  roe  ibe  heart  of  ■  tr^tor, 

Up  ran  flecp  to  'mid  air  thongii  he  6j, 
Like  lightning  mj  rage  ihall  oVrtake  hl&i, 


ki  the  ihaft  Krikea  the  cagl*  on  faigii. 


{Exeunt,  I^O.) 
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A  Banquet  Halt;   large  stained  windoiot ;   low  lyuare  Jv/diiiKM 
dbora  under  ihe  window  ;  a  magnificent  banquet,  illuminated. 

DWAHD,    and    ISABBL   (Mv] 

nmrtit  audience. 

Iiead  of  the  table  .-    Loui  j 

S,  U.  DUGAL,  CaTBLKI 

Imr  features  in    Aer    oeitA 


Gvardf,   bannerg,   ^c.     Brucb- 
Hoted  at  the  end  6f  the 
Mu 
Ronald  and  Edith  seated  at 
liir  R.  a.,  opponte  Bruck,  l.i 
and  Vassals  ;    Isabel  conce: 
Guards  at  each  ride  ;  all  discovc.^J. 
CHOBUS. 
Health  !  health  !  to  the  bonnjr  bride  I 

Clad  in  beauly'i  beamy  nnlles  ; 

Hail  ■  hail  <  to  Scotland'!  pride '. 

The  daughter  of  the  iilm  ! 

Health  to  the  bride, 

ScxKlaud'*  pride. 

Health !  health  !  to  the  bride ! 

Ron.  Good  welcome  to  the  stranger  who  comes,  heaven- 
sent, unbidden  to  our  feast.  Lady,  and  Knights  unknown,  the 
Children  of  the  Isles  in  me  pronounce  your  welcome ! 

{Comet  forward.) 
SONG. 

Lift  the  cup  from  earth  to  heaien, 

Halo  it  with  sunnir  imilea  ; 
Breathe  around  ■  patriot's  prajei^— 

Freedem,  freedom  to  the  Iilei ! 
'Til  the  hour  wben  Scottish  ralour 

Bursts  the  cloud  of  freedom's  nigbt  ; 
In  each  baud  her  iword  is  gleaming, 

On  eicb  bill  her  beacon  light ! 
Chobui — Lift,&e.  tee. 
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L«t  no  ugh  from  Ijp  unliolv 

Hero  ■  tiuUH  ttkoughl  impwl ; 
Drun  ihe  cup  da  w«  for  glat;> 

Ei'ry  man  would  dr«in  hit  heut '. 
Lift  on  high  oar  imtiie  bsnntr, 

G  ild  tlu  wout  *ilh  kijal  imiliuh 

BrcUhc  ■rounU  ui  pMriot  fnj'n — 

Froedom,  freedom  lo  ibe  Ida! 

Chukui — Lifti&e.  tie, 

(H*  retirtt  to  Iht  kAU.) 
BitMM.  Wandering  knight*  we  are,  with  lrar<^l  tirtnl,  scu- 
tooed  and  Kitber  tempest-driven,  ler king  our  homes :  witli 
grateful  bewts  we  blese  your  courtesy,  Lurd  of  the  Isks, 
and  will,  at  morain^^'a  light,  with  your  good  leave,  depart 
ua  heiiM- 

LoKN.  (Aiuie.^Tiitit  voice!  (hat  air*  1  cannot  be  J<^- 
ceivei).  Welcofoe  to  Aim  /—yes,  such  webxm>e  as  vulmn-i 
give  to  Iambs,  when  they  welcome  t}iem  to  their  gory  aesis 
(  7%  Bui' OE. )  8trai^(«».  tftlte  gree^);  rrom  the  Lord  of  Lorn . 
Bbuck.  {^i(A  (%nilj.)  Such  blessings  as  tbe  Lord  of 
Lorn  confers,  sucli  blessings  we  return. 

Lorn.  Can  Ronald  know  of  thia?  If  ]  thought  that, 
(AmcAtfty  kit  dai/ger,)  I'd  pluck  the  vizur  bvm  the  tnutur  » 
face,  wear  it  who  may.  (Tb  Bhucb.)  Tell  m*.  wanderers, 
in  your  late  voyage,  beard  ye  aught  of  Bruw,  that  exUeil 
man,  driven  by  our  vengeful  ariU9  tu  seek  a  refuge  on  the 
thorea  of  Ulster ;  the  awnftr-iit  Bruce,  wiithiug  beneath  the 
church's  maJediclioii,  fur  murder  done  npon  our  kindnaan's 
head  r 

Brvck.  (Fiercely.)  Of  aMaa:»iua  heard  we  luutbing,  Lord  of 
Lorn  :  but  if,  of  primely  Bnioe  Ihou'dat  know,  1  wnm  thee 
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he  hath  sworn,  ere  thrice  three  days  shall  come  and  go,  his 
litumer  shall  be  fanned  hy  Scottish  winds,  and  wave  again 
upon  ]iis  kindred  walls,  desjiite  the  usurping  power  that 
drove  it  thence.  (Hise.) 

Lorn.  These  words,  and  uttered  here, — it  must  be.  Tell 
[lie,  vaunting  cliampion,  of  this  recreant  Bruce. 

Bhi'ck.  {IVitli emotion.)  Recreaat  say'st  thou? 

LoBN.  (fVith  (Vony.)  ^'cll,  prince^  waa  thy  phraae.  Was 
it  not  r-      (Soic*.      BruOE  iiU.) 

Ron,  Brother  of  Lorn,  1  charge  thee,  pursue  these  rash 
inrjuiries  no  further,  which  ill,  mothinks,  accord  witli  ho^ 
pitalif y ;  better  it  were  to  chaae  the  night  wilh  music,  than 
with  strifes  that  flow  from  these  unhappy  feuds. 

Lorn.  {Aside.)  Ah,  traitor!  (Ti  Ronald.)  Well  thou 
say'st  ;  I  claim  to  chuse  the  eong,  myself  to  play  the  minstrel. 
Come  hither,  Harper, — Ihon  of  Lorn  I  mean, — thou  knowest 
the  strain.  {FFkupert.)  Obey! 

{SeaU  himtelf.      The  harper,  on  r.  h.,  bow$.) 

GRAND     CHORUS. 

Lo>i(,&c.  (vUA  qn'ril.) 

Bold  as  the  eigle,  bright  u  tbe  mom. 
Up  vitb  tbe  buiDer,  tht  banner  of  Lom  ! 
Down  with  tbe  Bruce, 
Shune  to  the  truce — 
Sbeme  to  all  truce  with  tbe  banner  of  Lom  ! 
Tbe  banner  1  the  banner  J 
The  burner  of  Lorn! 
lodeqiiteoftheroe, 

OTer  mountain  and  moor, 
Tlie  ebildrcn  of  Lorn 

Still  iball  wield  the  elqrmore. 
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Draw,  draw  the  clAjnuiTc- 

f During  ihit  CImru*,  Lorn  graipw  a  banner,  which  lie. 
warvi  uiilh  enlhiaiasm  ;  hi*  /oflower$  come  behind 
him,  and  partli/  untlieath  their  dtrkt,  and  watch 
the  countenance  of  their  chief;  BlilJCB  and  Eli- 
WAKii  rise,  iitpjiortifuj  IsAUBIi,  who  appear*  fz- 
trrmely  terrified :  Ro.s'ALD  and  El>ITH  ubaerre-) 
LuRM.  1  can  no  longer  endure  my  rage — 'tis  Brace! 
Rush  an ! 

Mcsic. 

(Grnrrul  monemtnt;   RoNALD   ruthe*  fiirviird,   hit 

mcord  drawn;  Ikaukl  thnm-*  herielf  at  hit /eel, 

her  teilfailt  off;  Edith  ynup*  the  armii/lAH).s  -. 

Bkuck  and  Edward  hare  their  hand*  upon  their 

twordt.    PicrrSB.J 

[sA,  Mercy!  save  him,  thou.  (To  Rosalii,) 

Ron.  Forbear!  not  in  my  sight,  while  t  have  strength  In 

'    wield  a  brand,  u'ermatchcd  by  odds,  shall  blood  of  warrior 

I  alain  my  father's  halls. 

I        IjORV,  Talk  not  to  me  of  odda  or  match,  nothing  shtdl 
•creen  a  murderer.    Restitution  for  my  kinanian'fl  lif«» !  I  ile- 
I   mand  it. 

Brucr.  Murderer!  madnian,  forbear!  thou  kiiowtin  nut 

whut  thou  utierrst ;  thy  kinsman  was  my  vassal,  as  thou  nrt ; 

[  he  lietmyed  me  to  the  enemy  who  usurps  my  right ;  he  died, 

I  by  ttiis  giK»d  weapon,  a  traitor's  death,  as  thou  tliyself  shnlt 

I  die,  tliiis,  sword  to  BWord. 

LoKN.  In  vain  thou  bold' st  my  band,  Edith.  WiUiiutcwn 
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new  insult  rouse  thy  wounded  pride? — is  not  his  perfidy, 
(pointu  to  Ronald,)  liis  coldness,  all  explained   in    the 
aence  nf  that  girl — 'tie  Isabel. 


Bon.  V  thee  not  till  now. 

^  EniTH.  (fFeepi.) 

L<)HN'  1  Shame  on  these   tears ! 

Well,  1  ooner  see  thee  dead,  here 

at  my  feet 

Editb.       irst,   burst  m  f^'«p»;  ajid    ejrit    viA 

Catulecn,  b,  u.) 

Lorn.  Now  clansmen,  to  the  death !  rush  on ! 

BaucE.  Heaven  preserve  the  ri^t! 

Roj».  Numbers  by  numbers  best  may  be  opposed.  Chil- 
dren of  the  Isles,  advance!  For  hraour  and  hospitality ! 

LoKN.  Traitor!     (JtAwtc.) 

(Isabel  retreats  with  a  scream,  and  just  at  the  two  parties  are 
about  to  rush  Jbrvmrd,  the  /olditiff  doors  burst  open  and  the 
Abbot  appeari  nith  a  religious  train.) 

Abbot.  Forbear  !  What  means  this  black  impiety  ?  Came 
we  not  hither  to  preside  o'er  holy  rites?  Let  him  beware 
who  welcomes  us  with  blood. 

Lorn.  'Tis  excommunicated  Bruce,  holy  &tlier !  A 
curse !  pronounce  a  curse  ! 

Bruce.  Beware  of  curses,  which  do  curse  a^^ia,  and  deso- 
late the  heart  that  first  conceived  them !  Mark  how  en- 
wrapped the  sainted  Abbot  stands !  thy  base  iojimlioii  chills 
hia  aged  blood. 


< 
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LoKN.  'Tis  the  stillness  of  the  night  ere  thunder  burets 
from  beaven !  Listen !  hia  dreadful  denunciation — now  at- 
tend. 

iyl  pauae.      Thry  obterve   ike  AbBOT,  who  yraduallif   rtlaxts 
with  lymjjiony  from  abitraction.) 

SOLO— AiROT. 
(  The  WanU  bg  Sir  Waller  StMI.  > 
"  I  feel  mthiii  min*  sgcd  brroM 
A  pow'r  thM  will  Doi  be  rcpres'ili 
It  prampu  my  Toice,  it  swelli  my  fcini. 
It  bunu,  it  maddenA,  ji  cumijuiu ! 
Intipir'd  bj  Hcatcn'i  niprGme  bebeM, 
I  blot  thee,  aQd  ttuiu  *b*ll  be  bUtt'd." 

(Bhucb  xinkt  at  hit  fitt.) 

Choidi. 
Thou  diall  be  blen'd. 

Whit  iDUnds  of  helliih  discord  (Hoh  t  hear  ! 
'Didr  cuTKi  change  to  blmiiig*  on  mj  eu  ! 

Thus  dreaded;  humbled,  h>v,— 

Eldilh,  niter,  where  art  ihou  t 

rATHLRtiN   rnter;  with   Edith's  veil  and  ivrratU   on   htr 


While  around  the  bfllaa 
In  a  little  lonelj  tlulT, 
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;    OB, 


Long  u  mjr  life  mj  bats  riiall  lut  I  <  To  Rav^tA.) 

My  fierce  reiengc,  ihe  ligblaing'g  bUit. 

Tremble  for  my  fulurc  acom  ! 

Vji  wiib  the  ttuiner — the  banner  of  Lorn  I 


1  «nd/oUowers,  p.s.ti.E.)  ' 
Bbuce.  Sweet  Isabel,  to  the  boly  cloister ;  and,  if  &xk 
orbid  not,  eoon,  in  happier  times  we'U  meet  a^aiii. 


DUET  i.tn>  SEMI-CHORUS. 

E«cr  Ihinaav  bitimi  {raj'n, 
ETer  thin*  ay  lilMit  Mar* ; 
For  the  wd  and  land  j  ibII, 
Warrior  Chief,  &revdl,  brawall ! 

RSKUD. 

Guard  her,  father,  aa  thy  ibrine  i 

Let  no  danger  near  her  stray  i 
Where  ahe  kneels  in  penaite  thought. 

There  •hall  holy  apiritanay. 

IsuiL,  Aaam,  Ac. 
Bleaiinga  with  ye  cTer  dwell ; 
GalUnt  warrion,  &re  je  nl^  ke. 

Bbuce.  (Drawity hit mwd.)  Onward!  march  to  glory'. 
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BATTLE  CHORUS. 

Lead,  l«d  to  battle,  O  f 

Brardj  !  brerelj  '- 
Lwd,  Iwd  Ui  butle,  O  ! 
Dotrn  Willi  the  foe  ! 
March  o'er  Ihe  loatuitwot,  your  eountrjr  redeeming. 
Heinr  in  «  glov, 
Strike,  ilrili^  tha  blow, — 
Doirn  with  the  foe  ' 
Mareb  frcas  joia  boms,  and  yeai  hiKrttaJf es  lnwiiiig 
Lead,  load,  &c. 

( Daring  ihit  Chorui  a  grand  marck  has  bfen  fvrmed  un 
tiage,  ItAKtU,  Abbot,  ^,,  patting  throtigh  JiMng- 
doeri:  gnitrat  movaatnti  BmtWB  and  eharactera 
retire  up,  Ronald  and  Vassal^  bowing  aiiegiance. 


PICTURi:   U)  CURTAIN    FALLS. 


END   OP   ACT    I. 
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ACT  II.— SCENE  I. 

^  folitary  pau  o/roeks,  opening  la  a  IwA  and  torrent  ;   a  ntnalt 
cave  L.  H. ;   rnek  R.  B. 

Atuaic.     four  Pirates  diicovered  looMttg  off  r.  h. 

Enter  Lqbn  and  Donald  h.  u.  2  Era. 

LoBN.  You,  Donnld,  to  your  Inrkiiig  place  \  when  I  give 
the  signal,  by  thrice  exclaiming  "  7fe  arrow /o  Am  heart'" 
you  remenaberi— eh  P 

Don.  Aye,  aye,  the  arrow  to  his  heart ! 

{Regret  behind  rock  a.  u.  e.) 

Lorn.  Nor  ehall  Ronald's  self  escape — our  shafts  are 
unerring.  Away  to  your  concealment!  (Pirates  txU 
U.  S.  L.  H.)  Revenge ! 

SONG^Lo«B. 

Beirenge!  revenge!  mjr  aoul  inspire. 

Nerve  my  grup  vttb  demdlj  iteel ; 
My  airard  sbiU  wear  the  ligbtning'*  fire, 

Mjr  vith'riDg  brow  the  Ifaunder  pcol. 

Like  the  Monn  which  felli  the  oak, 

Low  at  mj  feet  each  foe  shall  lie  ; 
Wbo  dans  mj  eagle  flight  oppose. 
He  shall  die ! — he  shall  die  i— shall  die  ! 
Revenge,  lie. 
Enter  Cormac  and  Pirate  2  £nf.  r.  h. 
Cor.  He  comes  I— 'Tie  the  Bruce! — well  I  know  him. 
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Where's  the  dumb  boy  whom  we  picked  up  MiioagBt  th^  ^ 
rocksijait  now? 

Pirate.  In  the  cave  there  asleep.  (P&iniing  l.  h.) 

Cor.  'Tis  well — let  him  sleep,  on. 

(Music.    They  exeunt  cautiously y  Cormac  and  PiRATB 
R.  H.  1  Ent, ;  Lorn  1  Eni,  b.  B.) 

Edith  enters  timidly  from  the  cave,  in  the  habit  if  a  bq^  ;  she 
iistensp  looks  nffter  Lorn  and  CoRMAC  DoiL,  and  starts  as 
Donald  shews  himself  an  instmniy  r.  h.  b.,  on  rock,Junny 
an  arrow  in  his  bow  ;  she  trembles^  and  imitaiei  with  her  hands 
the  twanging  of  a  bow-string  ;  she  appeals  to  Heaven  ;— 
approaching  footsteps  ;  Edith  hurries  back  to  cave.  BftUOfi, 
Ronald,  Edward,  and  Dugal,  enter  u.e.r.h. 

Brdcb.  Nature  Blumbere  in  the  lap  of  this  mountBin,  as 
serenely  as  an  infant  on  its  mother's  bosom.  Treachery  lives 
not  beneath  the  shadow  of  these  peaceful  rocks !  Here  let 
us  breathe  awhile,  till  our  accumulating  followers,  whose 
speed  our  eager  footsteps  outstrip,  arrive  to  join  us. 

Edw.  Hark!  that  way  (r.  h.)  heard  I  not  footsteps 
grating  on  the  sand  ? 

Bruob.  (l.  c.)  Can  it  be  our  looked-for  friends,  whom  we 
on  to  seek  ? 

Duo.  (L.)  Friends! — no,  no,  my  tord  !-^friends  should  be 
open-faced.  Thoee  fellows,  couching  behind  this  rock  and 
then  that,  give  one  very  much  the  idea  of  spies  or  cut- 
throats. 

Ron.  (r.  0.)  If  our  free  passage  they  contest,  our  hands 
be  on  our  blades. 

Duo.  That's  what  I  My,  my  lord.     (Thuehing  his  sword) 

Brucb.  Forbear ! — enough  of  blood  rssts  upon  my  head 


y 
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already;  and,  tbongb  yon  meu  have  ev3  mien  aod  down- 
ward looks,  they  are  Scotsmen.     "Twore  belter  first,  with  ■ 
peaceful    word,    accost  them.     (EnUr  C'uHMAc,  ^c.  O.  P.) 
Good    morrow,    mountaineera.     Whence  come  ye  ?  —  who 
are  ye? 

Cor.  Who  is  he  that  aska  it  ? 

Ron.  RonaliJ  of  the  Isles,  who  lias  a  right  to  question 
here,  and  will  be  answered. 

Cob.  We  cry  ye  mercy.  Lord  of  the  Isles.  W't;  are 
honeat  men — fishermen  on  the  loch,  and  now  awhile,  for 
pastime,  hunters  of  the  deer. 

Dug.  (Aitide.)  Well,  for  honeat  men,  they  look  more 
like  thieves  than  many  I've  seen  at  the  gibbet. 

Cor.  Wo  seek  but  to  refresh  ourselves  in  these  ru^ed 
rocks,  an'  it  would  please  ye  to  partake  our  homely  meal, 
I'll  warrant  better  venison  was  never  tasted,  even  in  Aitooish. 

Bruce.  I  will  not  seem  to  doubt  them ;  followers,  too,  so 
near.     Friends,  we  seek  not  to  mar  your  hospitality. 

Cor.  Our  board  is  instant  spread.  {They  bring  foruard 
proviiiom,  and  tpread  them  on  the  ground.)  If  Sir  Knight 
would  have  no  objection  to  a  little  miisic,  rough  raountaineere 
though  we  be,  we  delight  in  harmony. 

Bruce.  Be  brief  then,  friend,  and  despatch,  for  brief  is  the 
time  we  have  to  torr)'. 

Cor.  Yes,  we'll  dispatch  so  fast  as  possible.  Repose 
yourselves,  I  pray.  Andrew  shall  take  his  harp.  Ho !  niin- 
strel,  come  thou  hither. 

(Re-enter  Lorm  as  a  mimtrel  l.  a.,  touching  thr. 
harp  at  the  Pib^tbs  arrange  therruelve*  ,•  Brdce 
leant  against  his  spear,  ^c.  Editb  enter*  at  the 
sound  of  the  harp  ;  the  starts  at  the  tyAt  of  Ronald, 
and  it  confounded.) 
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Cog,  What  ails  thee,  boy  ?  The  wine  there — haste ! 
(Chord.  Edith  take*  up  a  keg,  and  piacei  it  at  Cobuac'k 
Jiei.')  How  now,  is  this  your  mannera  ?  To  the  chief  first, 
off  with  your  cap,  and  give  it  on  bended  knee. 

(Mane.      EoiTH  frufi'bUx ;  the  laket  off  her  cap,and, 
timidly  kneeling  to  9.otiiihD,pTe*enl*  the  keg.) 
Ron.  Those  features !    My  gentle  youth,  fear  not  me — 
whence  lliis  ugilation  ? 
Cor.  He's  dunib^ — at  least,  we  never  heard  him  speak. 
BRroR.  His  fitir  depirtmeot  shames  the  mountain  rough- 
ness.    What  name  call  ye  him? 

CoH.  We  know  not.  We  found  him  wandering;  we 
invited  him  hither;  bo  ill  a  weed,  'tia  odds  but  we  leave 
him  behind  ua. 

Ron.  Would  lie  willingly  become  a   soldier's  follower? 
(Mutir.        Edith   rum    suddenly    Imoardi   kirn,    louchti    her 
heart  with  mlhwiiaim,  taket  up  the  ihietd  of  Ronald, 
heitd*  her  head  over  it,  in  token  of  nhmiitton.) 
Poor  lad  !  it  were  charity  lo  take  him  firom  such  stern  guar- 
is.    This  for  his  ransom !  (Givet  gold  la  CoHMAC,  on  R.  B.) 
I  He's  mine  !     Art  thou  content,  boy  ?      (EnixH  lutealt.) 
Bruck.  Now,  minstrel,  the  song,  and  away. 
AIR— Ia». 


Merrily,  while  the  deer  i*  browtiog 
tinder  iherock — ander  the  ro«k, 
Niinl>lii  flioa  Ihe  hunlef*!  liirt. 
Prom  Ihe  IwwMriDK  lo  lli«  hurl. 

Merrily,  while  lb<  deer  ia  briiv«n)[. 
ni«*  ha  lie*— 


There  ho  diet  I 


L'niler  t 


t  rock — under  (he  mck. 


i 


LOEN.   Now,  to 

before  Rq> 
.  Picture.) 
Dee.  Wbattref 
uvheatAity  kit  $um 
®9caper  (Poiniirt^. 
strangle  the  dog  wi 
coward,  when  I  rel 

Cor.    {Altemptr. 

thee!— 

Ron,  {Striking  b 

{Skinnith.      TTiey 

tnaining.      } 


THB   €ATHER1NG   OF   THB   CLANS.  25 

arm— 80,  round  my  grateful  heart,  I  twine  thee  close  for 
ever. 

(Mutie.  Edith,  wiih  emotion,  kisses  the  tcarf,  andej^eeses 
her  gratitude.     Diitani  Bugle.) 

Bruce.  Hark !  on  the  opposite  shore,  our  friends  expect 
us ;  let  us  seek  protection  in  their  numbers.  Come,  Ronald, 
the  brave  boy,  sustain  him,  thou.  (Exeunt  p.  s.,  1  e.) 

(Music.  j4s  they  disappear,  hovLS  and  Cobmac  Doil  re- 
tur-Hy  beckoning  on  two  others.  CORMAC  points  off, 
L.  H.,  and  threatens  vengeance  with  his  dagger.  Exeunt 
L.  H.,  cautiously,  with  raised  bows,) 


SCENE  II. 

Interior  of  a  Monastery,  with  narrow  stained  windows,  beneath 
whidi  arejxinels,  resembling  the  Saints. 

Enter  Isabel,  l.  h. 

SONG. 

fticn. 

God  of  kire !  behold  my  sorrow — 

Gently  nute  my  drooping  held    ■ 
0*er  this  boeom,  plunged  in  engniih, 

Balmy  imilet  of  pity  shed* 
Thou  alone  oantt  t^  my  woe. 

Thou  alone  awuage  my  eare, 
O'er  ne  wave  thy  Mlv*iy  wingi^ 

And  ihield  qm  from  deipair. 

D 


^m^^H 

^^^^^^^^ 

.^^^^^H 
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Now  Hope.  Iby  dr«im5  cuclmnting,                           ^^^^^H 

Tliisbrenn  inspiring  fill;                                          ^^^^^H 

My  bounding  bosom  IhrUl.                                                         ^ 

Fulure  visiou.  v.u»n  "> 

■ 

All  radiant,  light  us            1 

,.yn.ovc,                                    1 

Vinonnoftiy-sweell 

I 

RcpUte  with  bain 

'  and  loYe.                                           ■ 

)h,  star  of  Hope  still ' 

burn,                                                  ■ 

m  from  my  bron-,                           ^M 

VithlbcGlhejoyiiu                 i 

9 

Dar,lir.g  and  sparklir 

,on,l.g-.jl.w_                             1 

No-  Hopo.  tliv  drt 

icluuiting.  &c,                                  1 

(^Stiouti  and  alarum,  uiilkoul.     Enter  the  Abbot,  ha»tih/,  l 
1  B.,  meeting  a  Monk,  c.  door,  in  confution.) 

Abb.  Speak,  brother — whence  that  sound,  disturbing  the 
peaceful  serenity  of  our  holy  house  ? 

Monk.  The  men  of  Lorn,  in  furious  wrath  assembled, 
cry,  woe  to  the  false  Abbot  of  St,  Bride's,  who  aids  the  cause 
of  Bruce.  Disappointed  at  the  absence  of  the  king',  here, 
they  demand,  as  a  hostage,  our  guest,  the  Lady  Isabel. 

Abb.  Wretched,  deluded  men  !     Lady !  fear  not  thou. 

(NoiM.) 

IsA.  Ah  !  too  wretched  Isabel !  Yield  me  to  their  fury, 
holy  Abbot,  lest,  in  their  mistaken  rage,  even  thy  life  pay  the 
deadly  forfeit. 

Abb,  Fear  not  for  me,  my  daughter ;  they  of  Lorn  dare 
not  harm  one  of  holy  calling.  In  their  bouse  tliey  have  an 
ancient  prophecy,  which  says — 

"  Let  Lorn  of  shedding  ioly  blood  beirare. 
Or  be  hii  banner  dust,  his  heart  dopair." 
ISA.  Oh !  horror — the  monastery  is  in  flames  \ 

(Fire  teen  Arotigh  the  voindovo.) 
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CON'CERTED   MUSIC, 
Uaul  and  KvK^. 
iM  us  fly— lit  »■  fly  ! 
Ruin  fill*  ihc  cloiMcrcd  holli, 
The  uircd  roof  in  uh«  MU— 
Thv  A*iDc<  ucend — Ihe  murky  air 
Teen»  wiili  cviinec  and  despair. 

(  T7ir  Abbot  openn  a  jxinet  in  K.JIut ;  tliiy  rttire  thtvugh 
U.  v-lawing  t&e  panel.  NuNS  nah  off,  on  diffi-rrnl  ndei. 
Crath.  lite  Maraudtri  hunl  in,  Enter  Ciibmac 
DmL,and  a  jiarti/ of  Iht  Attn  of  hfRS,  uiith  wwnrdi 
and  lorchta.  Fire  bammif  brightly  at  back  of  ttai/e. 
They  itarch  about,  and  rath  off  different  tide*,  at 
ii'ene  cloxes.) 


A  Mountain  Pain. 

{t'liith  of  »u:nrdii,nnd thoult.   £n(er  il(i\Ai.n,  Au  tw'irddraii:it, 

*npporling  IsAUKI..) 

FIdn.  Revive,  lady  ! — the  ruffians  willi  whom  1  behM 
iheo  strtiggUiig,  from  whose  fell  gra^p  I  rescued  thee,  one  luith 
fallra  boiK.'Atli  my  sword;  (he  rest,  piiwiied  by  my  tnisty  t'ol- 
lowei*,  fly  o'er  the  mountains. 

Ika,  .\Ii  !  Iienveiia  '■  do  I  owe  iny  rescue  to  tiie  guiierosily 
of  the  Lord  ol'thc  bles  ? 

Run.  Yes,  besutifiil  Isabel,  to  httn,  wh&«  existeocu  is  Imi 
of  import,  M  it  serves  to  promote  the  wetil  or  happiue^  of 
th)n« ! 


2» 

IsA.  Ah,  : 
ro^  Bruce' 

Ron.    He  is  well,  with  still  incrcagiug  numbers,   'neath 
yonder  mountains. 

Is.K.  Conduct  me  to  him.  f 

Ron.  Cut  off 
of  Lorn — my  evcij  ^. 
shelter  thee  in  some  se 

paes  may  be  dangerc^o  to  m 
duct  thee  in  safety  to  the  ca 
herel 


pity,  speak  of    the  safety  of  my   guardisi^ 


1  now,  by  the  followers 
ft-ith  the  swonl !  I  will 
ftve  learned  how  far  the 
Jtsteps.  Could  1  but  cMn- 
arrick  ? — Ah '.  C'athleen 


4 


EtUo'  Catsleek,  p.  s. 


Cath.  Yes,  my  Lord,  feirly  turned  out  of  the  service  of 
the  Lord  of  Lorn,  for  being  supposed  accessary  to  the  fliglit 
of  Lady  Edith ! 

Ron.  And  whither  wouldst  thou  ? 

Cath.  Home  to  the  cottage  of  my  grandfather,  the  boat 
builder.  (Pointing.) 

Ron.  Ah,  the  honest  man  who  lives  there,  b  a  trae  and 
loyal  subject  of  the  Bruce. 

Cath.  That  he  is,  I'll  warrant,  and  so  am  I. 

Ron.  Win  Isabel  attend  this  maiden? 

IsA.  Gladly;  but  promise  that  Bruce  shall  know  speedily 
of  my  retreat, 

Ron.  I  do  !     (Puts  ker  aver  to  r.  a.) 

ISA.  Farewell !  — with  thanks  and  blessings  —  ferewell! 
Now,  maiden,  to  the  cottage ! 

{Exeunt  Isabel  and  CaThlbbn.) 

Ron.  Lovely  Isabel !  through  suffering  through  gratitnde. 


--    I 


THE    GATHEBIKG    OF    THE    CLANS.  2y 

alUl  on  me  9lie  looks  but  coldly.     .\h,  Isabel !  Isabel  I  nliy 
aiii  I  uot  permitted  to  win,  (uid  wew  ihec  in  my  bui«)ni,  like 
ihf  swi-er  scorlet  flower  of  thine  own  native  Eticrslie. 
BALLAD. 
Sbo'»  genllc  u  the  tephji. 
That  lip*  of  tvtrj  nreet, 
Shc'i  bircr  tbmn  the  hire«lil)r, 

In  naUin^  loft  retreat; 
Hct  eyra  are  like  Ibe  crjstai  bruok, 

At  bright  and  clear  to  wa  ; 
Her  li)u  outthine  the  •eaclM  flow'r 
or  bonny  EUersUe. 


When  lummer  tkicsdepart, 
I'd  plant  her  in  my  botooi — 

Ali<l  i>ft  I'd  kiv  her  balmy  lipi, 

So  bcauliful  to  we, 
Whkb  far  outahiue  the  Karlei  AowV 

Of  bonny  Ellenlie. 

Might  1  be  Kingo'  Scotland't  ill  rone. 

And  a'  the  world  beside, 
Uight  glad  I'd  gi'  tny  eroirn  to  ba' 

Tlial  loiely  maid  my  bride. 
'Ilic  gate  o'  beaten  ii  at  her  lip, 

Denied,  alai!  to  me — 
'lliat  li|i  wliieb  ibaiDC*  tin  tearlel  Auw'i 

or  boony  EUenlJe. 
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(Eilerior  of  a  Boat  Builder's  Cottage,  a.  h.  ^  rude  nhtd, 
I..  H.  From  the  roof  of  the  Cotiage  to  a  tvindotv  in  thi 
shed,  a  rough  plank  u  '  ~  lor  (he  purpoxe  of  dtyiny 
mis  or  rieli.     Below  tht  w  in  lite  sheti,  a  small  timr, 

from  which  go  ken  s  nditct  (o  the  I^ake.      Tim- 

(Enter  Catbi  fiom  Cottage,  B.  u.) 

Cath.  Must  y<  us  in  the  cottage  by  our. 

selvee? 

Dug.  Fear  uothing,  Cathlcen,  I  must  follow  tlW  footsleri^ 

of  my  lord ;  but  abould  clanger  tlireaten,  I    will    be  near 

thee  on  the  instant.    In  the  me&Dtime,  do  not  you  forvet  me 

for  tliat  churl  Mac  Durapie.     Remember ! 

SONG. 
Forget  not  fourioliller — hell  ne'er  forget  you, 

WbatcTer  hla  tbrtunw  may  be. 
By  the  watch-fire  bright.  En  each  plinel  of  night. 

That  beautiliil  bee,  lore,  hell  see. 
Though  lie  sleep  on  the  beath,  in  hb  drmnu,  thy  dear  forTii, 

EnnpEurad  his  Aneywill  nev. 
Then  oh  !  for  the  love  which  ia  enter'd  abave  ! 

Forget  not  your  »ldiOT !  be'lt  ne'er  fhrgat  you  ' 

The  wine-cup  shall  neier  be  raised  to  thii  lip 

"nil  varin'd  with  ■  prsyer  to  thy  name. 
Through  the  terrible  fight,  like  an  angel  of  light. 

Thine  image  will  lead  me  to  Imme. 
Though  I  fall  'mid  the  slain,  with  my  life's  lateat  sigh. 

Heart-broken,  111  hid  thee  adieu. 
Then,  oh  !  for  the  love  which  is  entered  above  ! 

Forgetnot  your  aoldier  \  be'll  ne'er  forget  you  ! 

JS*ii  L.   H.,  1  B. 
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,  Lud,  lud — what  jeoioiia  creatures  ihiae  men  are  ! 
Duinpie!  I  don't  see  why  my  loving  Dugal 
B  make  me  unkind  to  liim :  be's  very  amusing,  and  I'm 
VRy  foud  of  laugluogi  but  I  forget  Lady  Isabel's  aloue  in 
the  cottage  I 

Enter  Mac  Dumpig  in  a  bMtl — lin^ny. 

Ah,  the  dijn,  (hi'  twnny  days. 

The  guda  auld  itya  that  I  ha'  teen, 
'Gin  1  liTi  ■  hunncr  jcar, 

I  will  niu  ice  Ihc  like  ogeen. 

Catb,  Ah '.  a  lliat  you,  Moc  Dumpie  ? 

Mao.  (Leaping  on  hit  oar  to  than.)  Ves,  bonny  b<urn,— 
yea.  1  heard  you  bad  relumed,  so  I  just  trotted  across  th*" 
bog  to  Bay  the  civil  tiling,  and  «inoke  a  whiff  with  youi' 
grandfather. 

Catb.  Vou  are  very  kind,  Mac,  but  grandfather  is  from 
home ;  and — 

Mac.  Oh,  never  mind  that!  my  lime's  not  procioiu  j  I'll 
just  sit  down  on  the  hub,  and  we'll  chat  awhile,  o'er  auld  lang 


Catb.  I  thank  you,  but  I  have  a  vinitor  within. 

Mac.  Ugh  ! — Ihal  fine-fangled  fallow,  Uugal.  I  8iip|>0M  r 

Cath.  Xo,  intleod  ;  it's  a  lady, 

Mao.  a  ludy  I  and  who  would  you  more  properly  intro- 
duce her  to  than  a  gentleman  hke  me,  I  beg  leave  to  uk  r 
(Sirutling.)  If  that'll  the  only  reoiKiD  why  I'm  not  to  come 
into  the  cottage,  tti0  aooner  you  open  th«  door  the  better. 
(.-tdBaneing.) 

Catu.  (fyUA  ker  back  to  iht  door.)  I  any  no. 


?re  s  treat  men  t, 
f  Canick  there, 


udeed  !  if  j 

see  if  I,  the  scnewhal,  had  ghui 
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the  door  agaiast  you  :  but  if,  after  oil,  this  should  be  a  stofjrJ 
of  joure,  and  my  rival,  Dugal,  indde — I   tell  you   I 
enter.  {77,*i/  itrvggk.) 

Enter  Isabel,  humbly  clad. 
Lady  Isabel ! 

Is  A.  Recognised ! 

Mac.  Yea,  lady,  by  a  frieud- 

IsA.  Yet,  1  heard  you  call  yi 
<:ouId  I  reach  that  cwf'^"   *  w 


e  yotir  father's  vass 
f  Seneschal  of  CarricJc ; 
afety. 

I,  instantly,      (^^aide  M  j 
visitors  soon  deaert  yoi^ 
at  me.     (To   Isabel.) 


Mac.  I  am  ready  it 

Catblgen.)  Youpc 
after  once   ha>-ing  gained  t 
This  wny,  lady. 

Cath.  (Looking  v.  s.)  Stay,  a  stranger  advances. 

Mac.  The  deuce!  retire  then,  lady,  and  remain  con- 
cealed ;  and  though  I  must  coufess  I  am  never  so  brave  out 
of  the  castle  aa  I  am  in  it,  I'll  serve  you  to  the  full  extent  of 
my  resolution.  I'll  pull  my  bonnet  over  my  brow,  slip  on 
this  old  cloak,  and  pretend  that  this  is  my  cottage,  and  that — 
but  go  in,  or  it  will  be  too  late. 

Cath.  I  wish  Dugal  were  here,  as  he.  promised—Mac  is 
such  a  coward;  but  the  shadow  of  a  man  is  better  than  no 
protection.     (Exit  with  Isabel  into  collage.) 

Mac,  (Looking  out.)  What  a  (all  fellow,  I  hope  he's  not 
so  bold  as  he's  long.  (Busies  himself  puUing  about  the  mit- 
cloik;  sings.) 

Oh,  the  dajra,  the  bonn;  dajra,  Ac. 
Enter  Bkuce,  pale,  and  in  hatle,  his  sword  drawn. 

Bruce.  Thank  Heaven  !  I  have  reached  the  cottage  first. 
I'll  enter,  and — 

Mac.  (Opposing  him.)  No,  you  don't ;  this  cottage  is  my 
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property ;  I  built  it  myself  ftad  no  slraoger,  with  b  ilrawij 
swon]  in  bia  hand,  slioU  eater,  without  first  telling  me  His 
errand.     (^Atide.)  Well  done,  bluster '. 

BKt'cK.  1  an  a  wklier,  pursued  by  overpowering  eaenues ; 
a  fatal  and  on  intemperate  warutth,  in  tbe  beat  of  akirniisli, 
cut  me  off  from  my  friends.  My  life  depends  on  your  hoe- 
pif  alily ! 

Mdc,  Ah!  I  have  only  yourword  for  that;  and,  in  times 
like  these,  one  doeen't  know  where  to  trust,  or  where  to 
doubt.     Of  which  parly  are  you.  Lorn  or  Bnice? 

Bkl'ck.  \Miat,  if  I  should  say  Lom  ? 

Mac.  Why  then  I  should  reply  you  have  nothing  to  fear, 
fcr  the  men  at  thy  heels  are  of  Loin's  party.  You'd  better 
go  and  jolu  them  \  we  want  no  brawlers  here. 

Brucb.  What,  if  I  should  say  Bruce? 

Mac.  Ah !  that  would  alter  the  case  materially;  because 
then  I  should  see  you  wpre  hard  pressed  by  the  enemy,  and 
beaidea,  tliougb  ibey  should  bum  the  old  cottage,  and  bang 
nie  up  for  a  scarecrow,  I  never  could  refuse  shelter  to  the 
friend  of  his  king  and  country  I 

Bbucb.  Honest  man  !  in  me  then  behold  the  truest,  best 
frienJ  of  Robert  Bruce. 

Mac,  As  for  his  truest,  best  friend,  that's  a  pouit  might  be 
disputed.  His  fiiiniliar  friend  you  seem  to  me,  else  why 
|ilain  Robert  Bruce  ?     He's  called  King  Robert  Bruce,  here. 

BxucE.  Well,  well,  'tis  a  title,  believe  me,  I  have  no  de- 
nretodispuCe;  but  now  mine  enemies  footsteps  sound  in  mine 
car — my  preservation  is  of  import  to  Scotland — in  the  name 
lOf  Bruce,  I  crave  concealment  iu  your  cottage. 

Mac.  In  the  cottage  1 — I  could  afford  no  more  were  you 
Ae  king  himself.  (^ItiJe.)  In  the  cottBg« !  and  LaAy  Uaboi 
—you  may  be  a  spy,  for  aught  I  know. 
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Brltch:.  If  you  require  a  reward— 

Mac.  I  despise  it ;  but  I  have  my  reasons  at  present  { 
guarding  the  cottage  from  intruders.     Here,  go  behiad  t 
stiilcloth,  and  if  you  are  but  proving  my  leal  for  Lorn,  n^y  "" 
the  blow  fall  upon  your  own  (^tiJe.J   Laud  !     I'm 

getting  very  much  fiightened         inding  myself  so  brave ! 


distress,  how  this  blunt 
ardour. 


Iiangg  against  the  colla^.') 
ind  two  others,  L.  H. 


Fooh  I    (^Fanning  himtelf  viUll 

Bbuce.  In  the  midst  of  ai 
loyalty  inspires  my  heart  with 

Mac.  They  come  !  in,  or 

(  Brl'cb  jo«  under  the  laiicbitl, 

Enter  C'orm.^c  Doil  a 

Mac.  (Employing  hinnelf,  l.  h.) 

Ofa,  tbe  dsja,  &c. 

Cor.  Halloo !  where  is  he  ? 

Mac.  He!     Who? 

Cor.  The  stranger  whom  we  are  in  pursuit  of;  he  entered 
here. 

Mac.  Oh,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  not  I.  (Sinot'no.) 
Oh,  Ibe  da;>,  &c 

Cob,  But  we  know  you  for  a  traitor.     Enter  that  c 
and  ransack  every  comer. 

Mac.  You  have  no  authority  to  enter,  nor  shall  you,  save 
in  the  king'b  name,  and  that's  a  name  I'm  thinkuig  likely  to 
be  set  to  nothing  of  yours,  except  your  warraDt  for  the  gal- 
lows. If  that  wont  frighten  'em,  nothing  will ;  I  know  it 
frightens  me. 

Cor.  The  fool  is  drunk  or  mad — down  with  him ! 


t  cottage, 


(Af- 


They  struggle  tuith  Mac,  rend  the  oar  from  hia  hand, 
and  enter  the  cottage.) 


I 
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Mac.  Be«hrew  this  feeble  baiul '.  should  tliey  discover  the 
Lady  Isabel — 

Enter  CATHiiEBN  and  Isabel,  timpli/  dretitd. 
Cath.  These  men  !     Ah,  lady  ! 
IsA.  Hush  !  remember  !  I  pass  for  your  aister 
Brucb.  (Lookiag  oat.)  Isabel ! 
Is.\.    My  lord  !    my   dear  guardian !     (Rushing  into  lii> 

Mac.  Amazement !  what  u  all  this? 

Cato.  It  is  the  king  1 

Mac.  {Falling  on  hit  kneen.)  Tbe  king!  and  I — what 
have  I  done! — what  have  I  said! — I'm  sure  always  to  thrust 
my  head  into  the  halter. 

Bru(G.  (Railing  Him  up.)  My  worthy  subject,  kneel  not 
thou  !  for,  oh  !  were  nation§  composed  of  men  honest  a'- 
yourself,  then  indeed  would  the  slate  of  kings  be  happy  ! 

Mac.  You  pardon  nie,  sire,  but  I  shall  never  forgive  ray- 
pelf!  That  air — I  might  liave  seen — I  might  have  known — 
my  impenetrable  skull !  Father  alwa^-s  said  'Inas  thicker 
than  a  brick  bat. 

laA,  They  approach  again !  oh,  save  yourself! 

Bkuce.  An  instant  laorv  of  concealment — caution  ! 

Mac.  I  know  my  duty — I  will  do  it.    It's  astonishing  how 
bold  one  gets  when  one  becomes  ncipminted  with  kings ! 
(At  BsticB  lyain  rtUnt,  re-enUr  CORM&c  and  thf  other*, 
looking  about.) 

Cor.  KoI  there!     Where  ha\-e  ^-ou  coneealed  him? 

Mac  Him  !     Who's  him  1 

Cob.  Robert  Brace ! 

Mac.  I  conceal  him !   laud !    you're  joking  t  think  of  a 


n^^^i 
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poordev     like  me  concealing  a  great  king,      f^ride.)  I  wi^ 

I  could  conceal  mj-^elf. 

Cor.      lok  every  where. 

Mac,      ad'nt  you  better  look  into  my  pocket  ? 

Cob. 

ce — eeorch  the  shed. 

CTh^  aeorei.) 

Mac.  Well,  no* 

ire  to  be  favoured  by  jonr 

absence.     Goodbj^.  -^t 

[cellent  friends,  don't  we' 

Vou  will  go — eh  ? 

(.ejecting  rtgrii.) 

Cor.  Don't  grieve — we 

0  drink  your  health  beAd 

we  depart. 

1 

Mac.  In  what  F — locli  water  i 

Cor.  No  ;  out  of  this  hom  of  usqnebaa^,  which  mj 
foUowera  have  found  within  there.  Drink  the  loch  water 
yourself.  (  TTie^  laitg/i,  and  teal  tkemtelves,  driiJditg.) 

Mac.  (^tide.)  I  wish  I'd  kuown  of  the  usquebauj^.  Ti 
have  swallowed  it  m^'self,  or  mixed  it  with  poison  for  them. 

Cob.  Who  is  that  young  girl  ?     1  didn't  see  her  before. 
(PoiHtmff  to  Isabel.) 

Mac.  She — oh,  she's  my  other  sister ! 

Cob.  Your  other  sister! 

Mac.  That  is — she's  not  this  sister ! 

{^Pointing  to  Cathi.kkn,) 

Cob.  Who  the  devil  supposed  she  was !  (To  Cathlkbn.) 
Young  girl,  can  you  slug  P  Come,  sing  us  a  song  while  ve 
drink,  and  we  will  overlook  your  brother's  rudeness  to 
us  gentlemen,  if  he  he  your  brother — sing! 

Cath.  Not  I  indeed,  genttemm,  (meerui^,)  I've  lost  mv 

Cob.  Well,  then,  your  sister. 
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Mac.  We've  no  siDgers  in  our  family.  We  come  all  of  a 
husky  race. 

IsA.  Indeed,  brother,  but  you  are  mistaken.  People  say, 
who  understand  it  too,  that  I  sing  tolerably  well. 

Cor.  Thaf s  well  said  for  yourself;  at  all  events,  begin. 

Is  A.  {^  Aside  to  Mac.)  While  I  divert  their  attention,  you — 
(Pointing  to  Brucb,  wJw  observes) — Ah  !  now  I  remember,  a 
ditty,  but  you  must  pay  particular  attention.  Tis  the  story 
of  a  ghost  which  was  wont  to  walk  every  night  through  the 
castle  of  Annandale.     Listen  ! 

All.  Aye  !  aye  ! 

AIR. ISABXL. 

First  it  came,  with  silent  tread. 

Softly  from  the  arras  grey  ;  ( Baucx  appean.) 

Then,  with  cautious  ghost-like  step, 

Through  the  door  it  stole  awayl 
Tes,  yes,  it  stole  away ! 

(Bbjjcr  enters  cottage.) 

CoR.  What  a  strange  beginning !     Well,  go  on. 
IsA.  I  almost  forget  it — I*m  so  perplexed,  that — 
CoR.  Well,  if  you  forget  it,  why — 
Cath.  I  remember  it. 

AX  R. — CATHLxxir. 

Then  again  it  pass*d  along 

Through  the  lattice— sight  of  fear  ! 

(Baucx  ai  liUtiei.) 
0*er  a  beam  that,  worn  with  age, 
Scarce  a  spectre's  weight  might  bear. 

(Bruce  passes  beam  above  their  heads  ;  the  beam 
cracks  ;  Isabrl  screams,) 

CoR.  What  the  devil  was  tkat?  (Tltey  rise.) 

Mac.  The  old  rafter  there,  don't  you  see  ?    Fd  thrown  a 

B 
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rofn'  over  it  to  drj'  my  wet  sail  upon,  and  the  weight  of  the 
canvaas  broke  itj — that's  all, 

CnB.  Ugh  !  but  it  wouldn't  have  been  all,  if  it  had  crackcJ 
onr  head?.     But  how  pale  you  turn,  child  ! 

Mac,  Yes,  sister  thought  thp  "host  was  coming  for  her, 
I  dare  say,  lie — he — he  ! 

IsA.  1  confess  I  was  frighten 

t'tiH.  Frightened  !      Pshaw  !        ike  an  end  of  your  story. 
AIR.— Cathl.™      S  P».*«. 
Till  desecndiag,  fi  task. 


(Dvring  llie  last  two  lines,  Mac  kaa  conlrived  Co  draw 
up  the  saU-clotk  again  in  aucA  a  way  as  to  coirer  the 
descent  of  Bruce,  through  the  tmaU  door,  dmin 
the  itept  into  the  boat.) 

Fr\ALE. 

Cur.  (7oMac._)  What  tlie  plague  are  you    doing  there, 
lir,  alone  ? 
Mac.  Only  ray  duty — the  Bruce  is  gone. 

{Letsthe  sail  fall;  BkVCR  glides  off"  in  the  boat.) 
FINALE.— Cot 
Huig  this  traitor  to  ■  tree- 


Pray  you,  »ir,  forbear — 
Our  huplcKi  brother  spare- 
Co  h. 
OS;  at  once,  his  vretched  head  I 

Mac.  iFalHug.) 
Ttiat's  luffident — I  am  dead  ! 
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and  Cttn.  (leiMiiUliig  CoiUAc,  whodraiet  hit  ihoi 

Pray  joa,  sir,  &c. 
Enter  DlTGAL,  RoKALD,  ^.  interjuuiii'j. 


Curacd  inlrution  !  tivcrcamc  t — 
TliU  aloDc  bus  (pared  your  douin  ' 


Mag,  (  fttliKg  hii  ■ 


FIRST  CHORL-8. 
The  Bruce  iiuinli — ibe  bT'riiig  gale 
Filb  tilt  boiaiiii  oDiU  mU  ! 
Sharp  the  sword,  md  calm  Ihc  ifa. 
RejoiK  \  r^DicH  f  the  Bruco  a  free  E 

SECOND   CHOKOS. 
Tha  BruDc,  &c..  &c 
Lamrnt,  Ument,  &n. 

Mcsic 

Knttr  DiiGAl.,  ^c,  ttopping  lliem  with  iheir  tptan :  BRrci: 
hiu  ipread  ike  mil  of  ihe  tkiff;  at  Ae  rearAeJ  the  middU  of  thr 
lakt,  ISARGIi  UNintu  her  toar/  la  him  from  an  rmineni-e  : 
Lorn's parfy  iland  diiconcerted,  O.  v.;  Bkuce'h  partif  prr- 
tent  their  tpeart  in  thr  centre  :  Catulken  u  near  Isabel  : 
and  a  PiirrUBB  isfnrmedax  iht  curtain  faiU. 


'  THE    isles; 


Moonlight ;  the  tuminil  o/a  n  n,  commandintj,  over  a  deep 

fflen,    a    distant    view    t        Broadich   Bay;     RoKALD, 
DutiAi.,  and  Eowaau  di       9red. 

TRIO. 

The  moon  goea  doirn, — 'tis  nnr  the  hour,— 

The  glov-warm's  light  U  dd  the  plun ; 
Wake,  FreedoTD,  w«ke  !  assert  your  fower  \ 

Shake  from  ;our  neck  the  gilling  cbtUD  < 
'Tib  the  hour  \ 
Freedom,  vake  .'  assert  your  power. 

And  march  to  liberty  again  ! 

AIR ROHALD. 

I«t  the  beacon's  golden  ray 
Light  the  warrior  on  hia  way  ! 

(DUGAL  brvngt  torch  from  1  E.H.n.;  exit  L.H.,  I  e.,  and  it 
teen  on  platform,  L.H.,  lighting  the  bnacon;  others  are 
kindled  in  the  distance;  shouts  tmOwul,  and  eotdiers 
ascend  mountain  from  the  glen  beneatJi,  moving  forusird 
as  another  band  come  down  platform,  B.h,,  and  eolditn, 
with  tleel  clubs,  descend  mountains,  L.H,  and  enter, 
1  B,,  L,  H.  ;  females  are  seen  in  the  glen  tva^ng  their 
plaids;  the  musicians  of  the  various  clajixfUlnp  the 
back,  while  fresh  clans  arrive  during  the  following.) 
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KOUND— Deem  EnwAUk,  Ronald,  &c. 

t'toia  ii«cp  la  ntep,  our  friendt  reply. 
And  glorf')  liHIre  ^Idi  the  ikj  ! 

Hark! 
The  trunipcl'*  biwt — Ibe  pibrock'i  buni ! 
Ill  oried  cloni  Ibef  rame!  Ihef  come! 


(.11  Ihe  end  of  thi»  th 
'itcfnd  platform; 


I 


'en  aJcance,  wheel,  and  ayain 

id   B.,  tht   't€el  dubs  firmin'j 

A;  fluurith,  and  enter  Bniri'tl, 

L.  II  ,  1  B.,  attended  byffivfri,  in  rnmji/eti  armniir:  ml- 

tlirri  thout,  and  women  uiire  their  tiandt ;  the  heacont 

burning;  RoNALn,  Eowaro,  ^c,  Anre/.) 

Brpck.  My  noble  claiianien !  my  ^tliful   subjects !  m; 

chililren !  ag&in  free  aiid  lu  anus,  I  ajn  amongst  juu,  mor* 

eiigpr  !o  revenge  ynwr  wrung?,  Iliaii  lo  resent    my  oim — 

panting  more  to  requite  your  fidelity,  than  with  a  rcnieni- 

brance  uf  my  own  imlignitieti !     My  foot  is  on  my  uuiive 

healh — my  hand    (irmly   grasps  my  gooil  ctaymon;.     Tin- 

path  of  glory  lies  open  before  us — 'li«  for  liberty  wo  otruggie 

—lo  fret' ourselves  from  uppretaion  !     Let  m  not  turn  back — 

let  UK  not  tremble — let  Ka  not  falter — let  us  perish  sooarr  ! 

See,  on  every  bill  the  beacon  of  liberty  is  buruing!     Our 

friendd  aimoimce  their  ivadiiiees  tu  attend  us  I     Forwarvl ! 

forwanl  to  tbe  field  ! 

CHORVi,  mum*  at  rml af  At!  T. 
Lrad,  IfmI  tu  b*ltle,  O  ■ 

(Soldifn  march  up  mtiunlaittt,  ummen  vauim/  thtir  handt, 
BaitcR  acknoit-ltdgiity,  Konald,  BotVAXn,  ^„  bvu-iuy 
alieyiaHCt!  the  beaeoHt  tkraie  a  ttrong  light  vn  the  /ar- 
Inre,  and  toeitt  efetet.) 

t  9 


Ron.  What  ai 

<"f,  amtge '. 

(.Xiaic.    En 

rock /or  t 

«»».  Poor  cMj 

"Mle  toy  cijl,     , 

""^  one,  the  Wtl, 
{*»"».     S«o„ 

«»»•■  VfW  .gi,., 
""'"konldkoov.-t 
Pli8ttedmyvo»,of 
l^f^  »e  «.  I  lave  1 
•^itaiby^eeell,, 
"«'  'ii  «.J«ery_a, 
«oos!-Boj.  b,    ,_j 
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My  own  banner  over  me  ware. 

My  broken  shield  over  me  fling ; 
And  oarve  on  the  oak  o*er  my  grave^^ 

"  The  loldier  who  died  for  his  king  !** 

Tety  maid,  when  my  life-blood  is  streaming. 

One  tear  to  my  last  moment  given. 
Like  a  star  in  thy  blue  eyes  beaming, 

To  me  were  a  foretaste  of  heaven ! 
My  own  banner  over  me  wave, 

My  broken  shield  over  me  fling ; 
And  carve  on  the  oak  o'er  my  grave^ 

•'  The  soldier  who  died  for  his  king  !** 

(Exit  B.H.) 


SCENE  III. 

^  Gothic  kail;  L,u.,  in  flai,  a  law  clotety  window  in  r.h.  Jlai, 
the  place  decorated  with  military  trophies. 

Enter  DcoAL  and  Mac  Dumpie,  with  drinking  hams,  L.,  2  e. 

Mac.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  No,  no,  fricDd  Dugal,  love's  too  seri- 
ous a  subject  for  jesting! — and  the  name  of  one's  mistress  is 
like — like—Lord  !  what  a  speech  I  would  make,  if — 

Duu.  /jr.' — that  if  ia  A  bar  to  the  aspiring  pretensions  of 
thousands,  greater  heroes  than  even  you  or  I ;  but  here's 
a  health  to  your  mistress  I  What  did  you  say  her  name 
was? 

Mac.  Hum !     But  stay,  Til  tell  you— fill  high  ! 

(DvQAL  pours  out  of  flask.) 

DUET— DooAL  amd  Mac  Dimns. 

DUOAL. 

Here's  s  haidth  to  the  lavie, 
Tbt  Itiiit  fond  and  true ; 


^^i^^n 
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ISLES  ;  on, 

Wi'  lock*  of  jet  and  rosy 

licck, 

M*c. 

Her  Mmc  ?  (putliiis  «pi  lagtAtrt 

DUOJIL. 

I  wont  tell 

you! 

Bo 

Ilelgho,  nonny,  bl  th 

l-,l(Zla-ri«,.) 

Ma< 

Here's  a  hcallli  lo 

c 

Wi'eycsofspnrl 

ue, 

The  bonny  mniit  I  < 

lOIP. 

Duo* 

Her  name? 

Mir. 

1  wont  tell  you  I 
Both. 
Heigho,  nonny,  &c. 

Mac.  (Hiccoughing  a  lillle.)  Hu,  ha,  h-a  I  depend  ou't, 
Lorn 'a  people  wont  fiad  entrance  here !  No,  no,  all  the 
while  my  noble  master,  the  Earl  of  Carrick,  has  been  with 
the  Bruce,  here  have  I  lived  in  thie  turret,  like  a  snail  in  its 
shell,  letting  nobody  enter.  No,  no,  the  devil  himself  shouldn't 
have  entered  !  Speaking  of  the  devil — jour  health,  Dngnl ! 
Give  me  your  hand,  my  boy — we'll  never  fall  out ! 

Dug.  Never!  (Ande,)  Drunken  fool  I  I  can't  think  how 
Cathleen  could  ever  endure  the  sight  of  him  !  I'm  sorry  I 
must  trouble  you  with  Cathleen  tilt  my  return.  But  what 
should  a  woman  do  in  battle  ? 

Mac.  What  should  a  woman  do  in  battle ! — my  sentiments 
to  a  — ,  Give  me  your  hand — there  ts  a  woman,  when  I 
think  of  her,  I've  (drinks)  not  a  drop  of  comfort  left! 

Dug.  (Aside.)  Who  the  deuce  can  she  be?  Oh,  Mac, 
I'm  so  happy  to  grasp  your  hand — I  know,  old  comrades  ta 
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we  are,  you'll  scorn  to  take  the  least  advantage  of  Cathleen 
in  my  absence,  while  Fm  abroad,  as  I  may  say,  fighting  the 
battles  of  my  darling  country ! 

Mac.  I  don't  know  that — I  don't  know  that !  While  you 
are  fitting  your  darling  country's  battles  abroad,  pray  isn*t  k 
necessary  somebody  should  be  raising  darling  recruits  at 
home  ?  A  smart  fellow  like  me !  The  truth  is,  the  women 
M  lay  siege  to  me  ! 

Duo.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why  a  woman  might  carry  you 
abroad  in  her  ux^rk  bag  ! 

Mac.  Isn't  that  better  than  being  neglected,  or  left  at  home 
like  her  thread  paper  ? 

Dug.  Unread  paper  !  But  I'll  hw  up  the  rascal's  mouth ! 
I'm  a  soldier — do  you  mean  to  insult  me  ? 

Mac.  You  a  soldier  ?  Boo !  Did  you  ever  see  me  fight  ? 
Stay  till  then,  and  die  ! 

Duo.  I  thauld  die  with  hugldng  ! 

Mac.  Laughing !  ha,  ha !  I'll  ticklt  you  to  your  perfect 
satis&ction  ;  and  if  you  don't  die  with  laughing,  it  shall  be 
no  fiuilt  of  mine !  (  Taking  a  very  long  sward  which  i$  leaning 
agamii  ioene.)    Now,  then,  coming  to  the  paini  / 

(  fVhetting  sword  on  floor,) 

Dug.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mac.  There — ^there — there!     (Thrusting  at  him.) 

Duo.  Oh,  oh,  oh  !  'sdeath  !  the  booby's  drunk ! 

Mac.  Y6u  shall  be  dead  drunk  in  an  instant ! 

(  T%rows  his  large  bunch  of  keys  at  Duoal,  who  stooping 
dowHf  the  keys  go  through  the  window,) 

Enter  Cathleen,  l.  h.,  1  b. 

Cath.  (Crossing  to  R.B.)  Oh,  horror !— 4n  his  passion  he's 
thrown  the  keys  of  the  castle  out  of  the  window— -they've 
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absolutely  fallen  ov»  the  cliff !  We  shall  be  starved  to  death, 
like  birdo  in  a  cage ! 

Mac.  Hcre'aapredous  piece  of  busines!     All  thie  comea    I 
through  disputing  Hbout  a  jilt  of  a  woman.     (Going  to  wm- 
dow.)  O  !  bo  !  huzza !  if  ther    '    "t  Dig  Dinoiont,  the  fishei- 
man,  as  he  caib  himself,  pick  >lhe  keys  !     Htnest  soul, 

he's  coming  to  restore  them  worthy  creature  I 

Duo,  (^Running  to  window.^  at  a  fisherman  ! — 'tis  Cor- 
mac  Doil,  the  pirate  ! — the  v:  I  know  htm  ! 

Mac.  Then  I'm  a  deceasea  fer  .'     I  shall  certoialy  be 

tossed  into  the  Loch,  with  mj  a  keys  about  my  oeck,  to 
hamper  my  swimming!  Oh,  I've  (i  «w-imming  iii  my  hemi 
already.  (S!u)uti  without.)  I'll  hide  myself  in  the  cFOckoy 
closet.     {Goes  into  closet  h.a.fitt.) 

Dug.  We  are  loat ! 

Enter  Isabel,  l.  h.,  I  g. 

IsA.  What  is  it  I  hear  ? — the  castle  betrayed  ?  oh.  Heaven  I 

Dug.  Lady,  we'll  die  in  your  defence  ! 

(Swttls  ;  crash  ;  the  doors  burst  open  ;  CoRUAC  DoiL  aw/ 
EiGBT  Pirates  enter,  l.h.,  1  e,,  with  drawn  swords.) 

Cor.  Resistance  is  in  vain  I — our  numbers  thrice  excee«l 
your  own ! 

Dug,  '7V»he!      Kiu  here  ? — why  I  thought — 

Cor.  That  I  had  been  a  prisoner ;  but  Cormac  Doil  is 
only  to  be  secured — 

Duo.  {j4side.)  By  a  rope  to  tlie  gallows  I 

Cor.  We  seek  the  lady  Isabel,  by  princely  Lom's  com- 
mand— a  hostage  to  remain  till  Bruce  surrender !  Follow  xe, 
lady,  and  we  go  in  peace — resist  us,  and  'tis  the  signal  for 


Duo.  Fear  not  ihou,  lady ;  speak  but  the  word,  and  our 
little  band  shall  rush  Uke  lightning  on. 
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IsA.  No,  no,  not  for  me ! — we  are  tu  iheir  power  !  Tlie 
blood  which  &  nobler  luid  a  better  cuuse  requires,  eball  not 
be  wasted  fur  a  woman's  Ireedoiu,  wbJch  even  tliat  blood 
could  not  purcbaw !  Follow  roe !  —  even  now  tbrougb 
my  detipairlhn  voiceof  Druce  invites mc,  and  whispeni,  tliat  u 
brighter  sun  is  rising  tban  ever  beamed  or  fell  od  Scot1at)d'» 
glory! 

(Uabel  u  led  of,  u.  u.,  1  e.,  %  Two  Pirates  )  DruAi. 
and  Catblbus /ul/iAv.) 
Cob.  Bill  ihat  roacally  warder!  —  where  docs  he  conceal 
himself?  (^Ciiuh  brhind  elatel.)  Search  the  closet  ?  (Another 
eratk  ;  tkeyfnn-e  the  door,  and  drag  Mac  out.) 

Mac.  (SkecpUhIt/.)  Ab,  ia  that  jou  !— how  d'ye  do? 
Cor.  Yoh  6ce,   nitliough  you  never   would   gratify   my 
curiosity  by  a  peep  at  the  antioiiry,  I've  found  my  way  into 
the  castle  at  last — eh  ? 

fttAC.  Ah !  I  eee  you  intend  it  as  n  Utile  agreeable  sur- 
prise ;  but  bow  could  I  suppose  a  person,. vailing  himself  Dti; 
Dinmont,  a  lUberman,  was  Cormac  Doil,  a  gemllenum  like 


Cor.  a  gentleman  '     Pshaw  !  you'll  soon  pea-eive  I'm  a 

Mao.  Yes,  that'*  plain  enough!  Will  you  take  any- 
thing ? 

Cob.  Yes,  I'll  lake  you,  and  requite  you  for  all  the  tricks 
you  played  at  the  Loch,  by  concealing  your  fealurefl,  and 
that  fine  tule  about  your  sister.  You  told  me  also  tost  night, 
from  the  turret,  to  go  to  the  devil ;  now,  I  waited  till  day- 
light that  you  might  go  with  mc  ! 

Mac.  To  the  devil !     Do  yon  live  there,  then  ? 

Cor.  You  eliall  eee.— Much  \ 
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Mac.  I'm  verj- 
Cor.  C'biuige  of  air  is  ^od  I 

Mac.  But  not  for  me ;  your  warm  climate  never  siiiwl 
my  cold  coDBiitution. — I  must  remain  still  as  possible — I'w 


lieen  completely  laid  on  the 
yon  found  me  in  the  closet. 

Cor.  I've  sworn  to  na 
March  !  to  the  water  eide ! 

Mao.  Noil  my  eare  to- 
Aantit)  hear  it  ye  fates !  i 
the  only  repreeentative  of  t 
family  without  ear*  /  i 
Doil!     (CoRSiAC!  jtaahvA  h 


If,  I  assure  you — that's  wbj 

yo       lara  to  the  prow  of  my  boat 

(covering  his  earr  with  in 
ly  precious  ears !  Oh!  I— 
c  Dumpies — the  head  of  the 
le !  compassionate  Cormsr 
along.)  I  can't  support  tbi' 
indignity — I — oh!  (HefalU;  they  carry  him  off  kidn*^: 
GoBMAC  laughing,  L.  u.,  1  b.) 


SCENE  IV. 
A  Gothic  jipartmenl. 
Slioiita  fcilliotit,  L,  H.     Eater  LoKN,  hattih/,  b.  h. 
Lobs.  Ho  '■  what  means  that  cry  ? 

Entfr  CoBilAC  and  Pibatb  conducting  ISABKL,  L.  U, 
Cob.  See,  my  lord — I  have  performed  my  promise.     (Rf- 
(ire*,  L.  H.) 

IiOBN.  My  brave  Cormoc !  Welfome,  Jady  !  welconte  dJ 
the  halts  of  Lorn  '. 

IsA.  The  halls  of  Lorn!  The  halls  of  Bruce !  Let  me 
kneel  upon  these  aacred  floors,  and  invoke  of  Heaven  for  the 
usurper  a  traitor's  doom )  for  the  ontcost,  benediction. 
(Kneelt.) 


THE    GATll 
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Lorn.  Rise  I  haughty  and  imperioua  lad)' !  my  captive — 
it'll  please  me,  iny  bride! 

IsA.  {Rinng.)  Thy  bride  1  never!  Wbilp  there  are  dag- 
gew,  iBabel  will  Devor  foar  a  refuge  from  dUhoiiour ! 

LoRN'.  Dishonour!  but  a  woman  8[>eak4 — a  lnvMick  wo- 
roao,  loo.  Away  with  lier!  (Piratk  lake*  Icarbl  ojf,  b.  ii., 
1  K.)     I'll  hear  no  more. 

{Enter  Bhuoe  at  a  monk,  L.  U.,  1  E.) 
Now !  who  ort  tlioii  ? 

BsL'CE.  Save  ye,  lord,  and  petu-e  lo  ihjs  dmiiaiti!     .May 
the  Bword  of  its  enemies  be  sheathed  ! 
^L    Lorn.  Speak,  monk,  thine  errand. 

^K  Bruce.  From  Robert  of  8collanii,  rame  I  ;  nny,  atort  nor, 
B^poor  defenceless  monk  bodes  little  of  ill  to  ^ol  and  armed 
chie& — my  miaaion  is  from  heaven — I  ^peok  it  and  depart — 
Robert  of  .Scotliind,  with  a  Chriatinn  prayer,  salutes  lhe«. 
Lord  of  Lorn,  and  prays  thee  quit,  as  It  ahall  bo,  in  safety,  on 
a  warrior's  wur<l,  these  ancient  halls  of  Bruce.  Full  loath  id 
he  to  stain  his  falher'e  hearth  with  blood  of  Scotland's  wons, 
by  Scotland's  children  shed. 

Lorn.  Why,  this  is  madness;  doih  he  know  our  strength 'r 

Bri'ck.  From  autumn  trees  not  faster  fall  the  leaves  ihan 

drop  thy  friends  away.     Whfle  Bruce,  a  galhering  and  still 

gathenng  mist,  surrounds  thee  in  hta  deuseueiH,  till  ihtni'rt 

lost;  therefore,  this  generous 'vantage  hath  he  cent :  lliouand 

Ktfay  followers  go,  and  fear  no  hnnn — so  shall  no  blood  lie  shed. 

Lorn.  Beslirew  thee,  canting  priest,  «uiM  lell  me  why  I 

lould  not,  fur  tbia  daring,  lake  rhy  life  * 

Bruce.  Your  kindred  oath  and  legend : — 

•■  t«l  Lorn  orihoddins  Mf  blcwd  bcni*. 


"riicn  be  lii 


■t  diut,  bii  lieiil  dnpiir 
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LoBN.  If  I  make  theo  captive— 

Bhuce.    In  tlie  morning  ten  tl)DU°and  warriors,  needing 
absolution,  may  ask  me  at  thy  gate. 

Lorn.  By  heaven!   a  thooght  has  entered  now  my  mind: 


to  the  soul ;   this  very 
mil  perform  the  rile,  and 
What,  ho !  cooiluct  the 


(To  kirn.) 

What  is  it  I  behold  !  thoee 


this  boasting  Bruce,  1*11  pro 
night  I'll  marry   Isabel  '.  tl 
bear  in  mockery  tlie  tidings  c 
lady  hither.     (Pirate  leads  Ii 

Bruce.  Isabel ! 

IsA.  That  voice !  that  voi 

Lorn.  Whence  this  eurpru..:. 
features  I  'tis  the  Bruce !     (Bio 

Music.     Enter  a  number  of  Varsals,  and  CorMac,  armed. 

R.  B.  and  L.  B. 

Bri7CB.  (  Tfirowing  off  cloak.)  Yes,  the  Bruce  !  behoM  me, 
and  tremble  as  though  a  spirit  of  light  had  burst  amongst  ye, 
armed  with  a  tempest's  wrath.     (Pause  and  picture.) 

IsA.  Alas !  what  has  brought  thee  hither? 

Bri;ce.  Humanity !  a  warrior's  first  and  noblest  attribute  \ 
Sons  of  my  own  Scotland,  I  would  spare  your  lives — save 
the  eyes  of  your  widows  and  your  children  from  tears — your 
hands  from  the  crimson  of  infamy.  The  sight  of  their  true 
king  in  his  own  halls  turns  them  to  their  duty.  Soldiere,  I 
am  here  to  preserve  you. 

Lorn.  Away  with  him  ! — Not  obeyed  !  Cowards  !  dogs ! 
see  me  die  then,  or  see  me  triumph. 

Bruce.  Lorn,  beware ! 
Mutic.      They  figM.     LoRS'  nearly  overcnme.     Cobmac  and 
Vassals  rmk  on  Bruce  anddimrm  him.     Isabel  reliret 
behind. 
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Lorn.  Down  with  him  to  a  dungeon — to  the  deepest 
dungeon. — This  artful  stratagem  in  person  to  subdue  my 
vassals  will  not  avail.  To-morrow,  the  axe  on  the  ramparts 
shall  do  its  deadly  office. 

6ruc£.  Yon  traitor  knows  not  what  he  does;  my  fol. 
lowers  hem  this  castle  like  a  forest — the  conviction  that 
Bmce  is  here,  will  inspire  them  with  a  thousand  times  more 
ardour  than  though  their  true  king  led  them  on  to  battle. 
Freedom,  like  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  darting  firom  the  clouds, 
hovers  over  us ;  it  lights  upon  our  battlements,  and  victory's 
shout  will  speedily  be  heard  where  treason  lies  expiring  in 
the  dust. 

(Music,     Forced  out  hy  Soldien  and  Cormac,  l.  h.  1  g.) 

Lorn.  For  thee,  proud  beauty,  be  this  apartment  thy  pri- 
son, till  the  castle  chimes  shall  sound  the  signal  for  our 
nuptials.  (Exii  r.  h.) 

IsA.  Still  will  I  cherish  hope — ^the  rose  may  fade  in  winter, 
but  the  summer  comes,  and  then  it  blooms  again. 

SONG. 

Though  roMs  wither  in  winter  time, 

When  tnow  peeps  in  at  the  door, 
Their  crimson  lips  the  golden  spring 

Shan  sweetly  kiss  once  more. 
My  bow*r  shall  be  as  green  agun, 

Wi'  fragrant  eglantine ; 
VTliile  sma*  birds  sing,  in  merry  strain. 

The  notes  of  auld  lang  syne. 

Though  Sorrow's  clouds  o'ereast  the  soul 

When  Woe  peeps  in  at  the  heart, 
Joy's  simmer  sun  mora  bright  will  glow 

When  winter  storms  depart. 
My  bower,  &c. 
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A  Met  FoTft,  and  ctnlrf  Oak.       Hollow  clumpt    of   Trttt, 
acallertd  about. 
Mac  I  dtifion,  L.  H.  2  K. 

Mac.  >  1  ide  my  escape  for,  trul^-; 

if  I  go  la  of  my  master,  and   be 

hong  uf  inir  1  d  if  1  go  that  way  I  shall 

be  griped  by  of  rible  sea  pirate — the  old 

porpoise.     Oh,  he's  coming — I'm  to  « 

beautiful  predicament,  1  a lo  courage  of  my  own,  so 

I'll  be  heart  of  oak.     I'll~oh  ! 

(Ram  into  the  hollow  of  the  tret.) 
Mutii.:    Enter  COBMAC  and  Eight  Soldiers,  conducting  in 
Edith  bound,  l.  a.  I  e. 

Cob.  Now  then,  my  dumb  companion,  I  said  we  should 
settle  accounts,  if  you  remember.  Here's  the  place  where 
all  my  culprits  suffer !  Tie  him  to  that  oak.  (  TTuy  tie  Edith 
io  the  Oak.)  Now,  draw  your  arrow  to  its  head.  (ToPikate, 
who  raises  his  bow.)     And — 

Mac.  Oh,  dew — oh,  dear !  you'll  shoot  me  ! 

Cor.  Here's  an  apparition  !  'Tis  the  rascally  warder  of 
Carrick !  Ah '.  dc^  !  — what,  you  thought  your  light  heels 
had  saved  you,  eh  ?  but  1  am  judge  here,  and  pronounce,  at 
once,  your  sentence,  soon  as  we've  despatched  this  varlet : 
you  shall  be  swung,  heels  upwardt,  on  the  same  tree. 

Mac.  Tender  hearted  Mr.  Dinmont,  or  Cormac,  or  what- 
ever other  interesting  names  you  may  like  to  be  called  by, 
only  hear  me — I'm  of  your  party  !     Lorn  for  ever — ktizza  .' 

Cob.  Keep  the  raacal  silent,  or  strangle  him  1 
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Mac.  Strangle  me  !  Oh,  dearl  ir  Ihut  wont  silence  rnc, 
nothing  will, 

Cor.  Now,  boy,  Ijehuld  the  very  arrow  which  you  so  art- 
fully warded  from  the  heart  of  Ronald.  See  whetlier  he'll 
come  as  timely  to  ward  it  from  yours.      Prepare  !  — die  I 

Mutie,  A»  he  druwii  the  hoiv,  ItoNALn  tuddfnly  mierii  with 
SoLntEitx,  B.  B.,  2  K.  DUOAL  ond  EnWARD  folliru.-. 
Mac  DLMi'te/W/inn  Aw  *««■»,  a.  c. 

Mac.  Here's  a  blessed  change  I     Brtuxior  ever — Auzxa  ' 

Enw.  Ttiou  here,  Mac  Dumpie  ?  Why  have  you  left  thf 
casilp?     (RoNAi-n  nkoMti  Edith.) 

Mac.  Oh,  yon  villam,  my  I^ord,  stole  into  the  caslle,  and 
carried  off  the  Lady  iHabel ;  he  wanted  to  cany  off  me, 
only  1  carried  myself  off, 

Euw,  Isabel  gone!     Where  is  she? 

Cob.  (Jfu/icKtu/y.)  Prisoner  witli  Bruce,  in  yonder 
turrets. 

Rox.  We  shall  seek  them  there. 

Cob.  Man's  strength  in  vain  to  pierce  yon  flinty  walls — 
he,  only,  who  wears  theringof  Lorn  can  poi«  the  drawbridge  ; 
but  two  sueh  rings  there  be — one  un  the  finger  of  our  chief 
exiAa,  tlie  other  lies  buried  with  the  Lady  Edith,  in  the 
Loch. 


{Mutt 


H  hrari  and  puinlii   to  a   ring  tm    her  Jimjer, 


aridt.') 


m     Ron.  Insolent  trailor ! — peac«!     Prepare  forpuoishmeDt  I 
Mac.  Lei  me  pronounce  his  sentence,  my  lord.    Since  he 
is  so  fond  of  hanging  heeb  upwards,  let  him  have  his  twing 
on  the  next  oak. 
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Ron.         trd  hiin,  there,  (Soldibrs  marvh.) 

{Mmic.  Exit  Ronald,  Isabel,  Edw&rd,  and  Ol'gal, 
B.  a.,  followed  by  SoLorERS,  conducting  LtORV'apariy 
at pritoiterg.  Mac  Dumpib  binds  Cormac,  and  dragt 
him  off,  H.  1  fm.) 


A  Sbgn^icml  Gothic  C  'Ath  a/rtain*  of  tape»ln/  ii 

back  ground;  the  rooj    ^    _       ed ;   a  creset   burning  /ruB 

Shout*  without. 


Enter   LoRN  R. 


Lorn.  In  vt 
detested  Bruce 


he  eludes  my  vengeance !     Come  forth, 
Where  art  thou? 

(GtTARD  nuhea  in  L.B.  1  Enl.) 
OvARD.  My  lord  I  my  lord !  the  Bruce  hath  escaped  !  He 
casde  is  attacked  ;  the  cry  is,  "  Bruce  !" 

Lorn.  Be  the  tongue  withered  that  breathes  hiu  hated 
name! 

Guard.  Near  the  gates  the  Abbot  of  St.  Bride's  has  been 
wounded ;  and  the  ancient  prophecy,  denouncing  the  house 
of  Lom — "  When  holy  blood  is  shed,"  terrifieB  the  people. 

Lorn.  Abhorred  of  my  soul  as  is  that  Abbot,  accursed 
be  the  hand  that  shed  his  blood  !     It  bodes  ill. 

(^Loud  skoult  tvithout,  and  criet  of  "  QavcKl") 
Guard.  See  !  our  soldiers,  beaded  by  the  priaoner  Dugal, 
are  thronging  hither '.     They  seek  the  Bruce  ! 


-— 


p 
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LoKM.  In  vniii  ihey  seek  him.       Miscreant  Bruce !  wliere 

Iut  thou  ?     Approach  '. — approach  !  and  die ! 
I  (Loud   tlinuli.      The  eurtaim  are  luildenty  withdrawn, 

I  nndadutant  country  u  teen ikrimyed  with  SOLDIBRH, 

I  nnd  Bruce,  Ronald,  Edward,  Edith,  and  Ihaukl 

I  rome  forward:  Soldiers  rush  on  frma  all  ridn; 

I  DutiAL  enttr*   with   the  banner  of  Lorn,   uhl'ch   he 

I  thri'vi   at    Brvck's  fret ;    Loax,  petrified,   lelt   hin 

I  mitrd  fall,  uihiU  /lit  party  ground  armt ;    X  ktSMii, 

I  Refill  the  itage.) 

C'athleun  tnlert  l.  b.  1  Enl. 

Becce.  (c.)  Enough!  enough!  (he  glorj' and  the  victory 
is  our  own!  (Loud  thoult.y 

LoKN.  (».  o.)  Horrible  sound  !  Wake  me  not ! — wake 
me  not  Iroiii  a  dream  of  death  !  (laAiiy  round,)  darkncce 
cover  my  soul!  ((Vo«tn<;  l,  c) 

BarcE.  Son  of  Lorn,  go  free !  Bnice  seeks  not  to  stain  hi^ 
triumph  with  blood!  In  the  sky  of  glorj-,  the  brightp^t 
planet  is  that  which  beams  wilh  mercy  ! 

LoRs.  And  must  my  dream  of  life  be  ended  thus?  Oh  ! 
that  niy  Iip»  could  breathe  a  pestilence,  and,  hl.e  the  upaa, 
Kcatler  deeolalion  round  nie  I  (  Exit  L.  H. ) 

EniTil.  (On  R.)  My  hrulhcrl 

BmjCR.  (c.)  SpeakcDt  ihou,  boy  ? 

Ros.  (R.  c.)  Tis  Edith  of  Lorn.  Hencefiirlh,  lovely 
Ejditb,  I'm  thiae— and  only  ihiDet      Take  back  Ihy  ring, 

i  with  if  Ronald's  love.     PardoD  me — pity  me ! 

EDiTti.   That  still  I  love  ihee,  do  not  acoro  me  Mill ' 


6(3  THE    i-ORD    OP    THB    ISLES,  ETC. 

(  Taking  the  ring.)  HopP  whispers,  Ronald,  like  a  atrugg^ 
rose  !  With  this  I  bind  thee  to  my  heart  for  ever  ! 

(Coneeaiiag  her  face  in  hu  li«nm.) 

Brucb.  In  the  hearts  of  my  people — and  here,  (Tfwh'ij 
Isabel's  hand,)  I  seek  repose. 

Dug.  (Embracing  Cathlkkx.)  And  I  here. 

Bruce.  Let  the  sun  of  peace  arise,  and  shed  its  golden 
rays  on  dear  old  Scotland.  Bnghl  to  the  warrior  is  lli>; 
t-haplet  of  victory  ;  bright  to  the  lover's  heart  are  the  hopes 
of  affection  realized; — but  brighter  far,  ia  the  smile  of  sur- 
rounding friends,  which  gilds  ihat  chaptet,  and  npprovee  tfax 

(Grand  March;  Soldiers  irnne  down  both  tide*,  ami 
fill  up  the  centre,  then  diride ;  and  Bruce  it  tfn 
sealed  on  a  splendid  chair  nf/ttale,  wilh  the  regal  roit 
on,  and  the  Abbot  presenting  tlie  crown ;  BRt'CG 
rises,  and  leadt  Isabel  to  the  state  chair  beside  him 
during  ike 

Finale. 

victory  T  victor;  '. 

The  eiigUu  in  hu  netL, 

The  dnj  is  von, 
llie  bnttlc  done, 

Victory  ;  Ticlory  f 

GbAM)    PirxUBE. 

All  characters  kneel;  SohulKOS  u-nEe  their  banners,  and  thnm 
as  the  curtain  stovli/  descends. 
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